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. 'To the Right Honourable 
E H AR L ES 


7 — HA LIFAX, 


' OUR lordſhip is not to be inform'd of the great 
reputation Monſieur Boileau has acquir d by all 
his works, They are eſteem'd ſo nice in themſelves, 
that it has been thought by ſome as raſh an attempt 
to tranſlate this French author, as for an Engliſh ge- 
neral to attack an army of theirs. The late ſucceſſes 
of ſome campaigns have ſufficiently prov'd that their 
Heroes are not invincible; and the happy imitations 
of ſame of their belt pieces, that their writers are not 
incomparable. Not that I'm ſo vain as to imagine th 
following tranſlation deſerves to be mention'd in th 
ſame breath with ſome I cou'd name. But certain it 
is, the French genius may be match'd (if not ſurpaſs'd) 
in both, the pen as well as the ſword; whatever exal- 
ted notions to the contrary ſome among us may have, 
who could reliſh ſlavery itſelf, if it were but French. 
Ido not intend any thing to the diſadvantage of our 
enemy's wit and knowledge, but only to put the mat- 
ter in a way of iſſue, and let the country try it. I have 
endeavour d, with the aſſiſtance of my friends, to do 
Mionſieur Boileau all poſſible juſtice in this celebrated 
piece of his, the LUTRIN. I hope Ihave us'd him 
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with that civility which is due to one of the firſt figure 
in the commonwealth of learning; I was going to ſay, 
with that generoſity our countrymen treat his at Litch- 
field and Nottingham. 

But, my lord, if it really be ſo bold a an en 
to tranſlate the LUTRIN, it is unpardonably worſe 
to offer it to your lordſhip, whoſe penetration is equal 
to your noble birth; and yet both yield to the preva- 
lence of your good temper: which with a like indul- 
gence, receives the homage of all ſorts of perſons. 

Upon this foundation I preſum'd to ſet your lord- 
ſhip' s name on the frontiſpiece of this work; to be to 
it, what you are to your country, its ornament raced 
tection, 

Ifever your lordſhip ſhall alienate ſo much of your 
time from the publick good, as to read this poem; you 
will find in it very great, but neceſſary variations from 
the original, whether for the better or the worſe, I 
ſubmit to you, from whoſe judgment there is no ap- 


Nothing checks and deadens the fancy more, than 
a too ſuperſtitious reſpect for the original, eſpecially 
in poetry: it is commonly the cauſe that an idolatrous 
tranſlation (as La Motte calls ſuch a one) endeavour - 
ing too exactly to render all the beauties of his author, 
gives you in truth never a one. Every minute circum- 
ſtance of a thought cannot be preſery'd with any to- 
lerable grace, nor indeed is it neceſſary; provided the 
tranſlator makes amends for his neglect of what is leſs 
important, by improving, and if poſſible by refining 
upon eſſentials: which is better done by ſtudying the 
genius, and copying the tour and air of an author, than 
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ja adhering to a ſcrupulous detail of phraſes, ever flat 
and diſagreeable. | | 

Thus a tranſlation may be excellent, and by this an 
equitable reader may judge of its merit. A picture is 
but the tranſlation of a face; yet if Apelles or Lyſippus 


% 


ſhall attempt an Alexander, poſterity will pay an equal 


veneration to the artiſt and the hero, 


-— Tranſlation, in general, beſides its uſeful communi- 
cative character to recommend it, and other arguments 
that may be brought in its behalf, comes back'd with 
what moſt arts and ſciences pretend to, Antiquity. 
Did not Terence divert the Romans with the origi- 


nal comedies of the Greek Menander, turn'd into La- 


tin, which ſerves as a ſtandard at this day? And by 
what remains of Alcaeus and ſome other Lyricks, tis 
evident how much Harace himſelf was oblig'd to the 
Greeks, not by copying the meaſure of their numbers, 
but by imitating the expreſs ſenſe of the authors. To 
bring it nigher home: weatthisday read Ben Johnſon's 
Catiline, and other plays of his, with pleaſure; yet 
thoſe who converſe with Tully, know who furniſh'd 
him with his rhetorick. 

I expect the criticks will fall upon me for writing in 
this manner to your lordſhip, as if I was giving you 
a leſſon inſtead of a dedication. I muſt confeſs it looks 


ſomething like it. But I rather chuſe to repeat to your 


lordſhip © what you already know,” than give a cata- 
logue of your perfections and excellencies, © which all 
© the world knows. 

Monſieur Boileau calls this poem ofhis, Heroi-Co- 
mique, mock-heroick ; that is, a ridiculous action made 
conſiderable in heroick verſe, 
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If I diſtinguiſh right, there are two forts of Bur · 
leſque: the firſt, where things of mean figure and light 
concern appear in all the pomp and buſtle of an epick 
poem; ſuch is this of the LUTRIN. The ſecond 
ſort is where great events are made ridiculous by the 
meanneſs of the character, and the oddneſs of the num- 
bers; ſuch is the Hudibras of our excellent Butler. 
Boileau, like Horace, was born equally for ſatire 
and for praiſe. The LUTRIN partakes of both. 
The ſatirical part, as tis very ſevere upon thoſe of his 
own church, ſo I hope it is applicable to the Romiſh 
clergy only, and none other. 

As ſor the panegyrick ſo frequent in it, I know not 
why they ſhould not as well become the Queen of 
France as the French king; the prince of Mindelheim, 
as the prince of CondE; and the Atticus of Dr. my 
5 h 


# am your Lordhip's moſt obedient 


JOHN OZELL: 


SOME. 
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And this Tranſlation, 


To Mr, *##*#*# 


$1 R, 
F criticizing other people's works eſpecially living 
and late authors, were not a task that I am by no 
means inclin'd to; I ſhould have ſooner anſwer d your 
deſire, and told you what I thought of monſieur Bot- 
leau's Lutrin, and the tranſlation of it into Engliſh 
verſe; which you” did me the favour to ſend me in 
writing. 

M. Boileau we bis works, eſpecially this oſh's you 
trin, are of ſo great a name in the world, that I think 
it a pretty bold attempt to endeavour to tranllate him 
not but that I muſt confeſs, I know but few hands 


_—__ have ſucceeded better than this gentleman! has 
ne. ' 
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Amongſt that little that I have read of the French 

» Monſieur Bolleau ſeems to me without compa- 

Tiſon to have had the fineſt and the trueſt taſte of the 
beſt authors of antiquity ; his violent paſſion for 'eth, 
and famous diſputes in their behalf, are too well known 
to be told over again now. It is very certain, that he 
had em fo perpetually in his eye, that he form'd moſt 
of his poetical writings ſo cloſely after their models, 
that in many of em, eſpecially his ſatires; he can hardly 
pretend to the honobr of any thing more, than having 
barely tranſlated them well; and I am apt to believe, 
that if the deſign of the Lutrin be entirely his own, 
and modern, it is becauſe there was nothing in the 
antient poetry of this kind for him to draw after, How- 
ever, it is very plain, that, even in this, Virgil has 
been of great uſe to him, and ſupply'd him with ſome 
of his fineſt images. To mention one particular only, 
every body may fee, that his Fury who ſets the good 
ple at Paris together by the ears, is a manifeſt copy 

of Alecto in the ſeventh Aeneid; or indeed is rather 
taken from Juno and Alecto together, as both contriv- 
ing and executing the miſchief her ſelf. I won't pre- 
tend to give you acritical account of this kind of Mock- 
Heroick poetry, if it can be call'd a kind, that is ſo new 
in the world, and of which we have had ſo few inſtan- 
ces. Icall it new, becauſe I take * La Secchia Rapita 
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© © La Secchia Rapita: The Rape of the Bucket, ſays Mr. 
Dryden in his preface to Juvenal, is an Italian ſatire of the 
Varronian kind: the words are ſtately, the numbers ſmooth, 
the turn both of thoughts and words is bappy. The firſt ſix 
lines of the ſtahza ſeem majeſtical and ſevere; but the two 
laſt turn them all into a pleaſant ridicule. Boileau has mo- 


Aub ruts TRANSLATION. 9 
of Taſſoni to be the firſt of this ſort that was ever writ- 
ten, or at Jeaſt that ever I heard of. As for Homer's 
battle of the Frogs and Mice, I take that only to bea 
tale or fable, like thoſe of Aeſop, amongſt which it 
is to be found; and ought rather to be rank'd among 
the writings of the Mythologiſts, than thoſe of the 
poets. Whatever name or title the criticks may be 
pleas'd to dignify or diſtinguiſh this ſort of writing 
with, I am ſure it has had the good fortune to be very 
well receiv d: the reputation of the Lutrin in France, 
and the Diſpenſary in England, are two of the beſt 
modern inſtances of ſucceſs in poetry that can be 
given. | 
And fince I have mention'd thoſe two poems to- 
gether, it may not be improper to obſerve, that in the 
latter of em, thoꝰ writ upon a very different ſubject, 
there are ſome paſſages that are plainly imitations, or 
indeed even tranſlations of the former: thoſe who will 
take the trouble to compare *em, now they are both 
in one language, will be beſt able to judge how near 
the tranſlator of the Lutrin comes to the beauties which 
all the world has ſo juſtly admir'd in Dr. Garth. 


a 
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dell'd from henee his famous Lutrin. Thus far M. Dryden. 
To which we ſhall add, that Taſſoni in the firſt edition 
eall'd it only La Secchia; but in the future editions was ad- 
ded the word Rapita : not only becauſe it was ſutable to the 
ſubjeR, but becauſe it was ſo greedily bought up, that people 
did as it were raviſn them from each other, * Burgiotti 
in his preface to Ant. Barberini, nephew to Pope Urban VIII. 

The learned Leo Allatius, in bis Apium Urbanarum Re- 
cenſio, ſays of the ſaid poem; * Lepidiflimum „ſaepius 
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ac in multis locis editum.“ It is lately engliſh'd by Mr, Ozell, 
8 B 


10 SOME ACCOUNT OF BOILE Av, 

I won't venture to ſay this tranſlation is the moſt 
correct and finiſh'd piece of its kind that we have; 
but I believe moſt people will allow, that the author 
of it is perfectly maſter of Boileau, and in ſome places 
ven improv'd him: to mention that Ee of, 


* le Reduit beer, e. */ . 
Seng in the Covert of a dark Alcove, 
Canto I. 


be” ſoon 4 a +4 ok verſes; wh I think the Eng- 
lich at leaſt equal, if not ſuperior to the French. 
The general turn of his verſe is agreeable, his dic- 
tion poetical, and very proper to the ſubject; and 
whatever faults there may be, they are merely verbal, 
and may very well be receiv'd under that good-natur'd 


allowance which * for thoſe 


— aut n fudit, ö 
Aut bumana parum cavit Natura. | 


That which indeed to me Gains molt liable to an 
exception, is, that the gentleman has taken the liberty 
in ſome places to depart from his author, and to ſub- 


ſtitute other perſons and things in the room of thoſe 


whielv he has left out or chang'd ; and that while he 
{till retains the original ſtory, and keeps the ſcene at 
Paris, he makes uſe of the names of men and books in 


England, unknown to and wnthought of by Monſieur 


Boileau: and particularly in the Battle of the Books, 
where he makes uſe of ſome French and ſome Engliſh. 
I could have wiſh'd indeed, they had all belong'd to 
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been all Engliſh, and ſo the whole had been rather an 


lator's muſtering up a ſet of Engliſh authors of equal 
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one nation: for tho? the ſatire upon our own country- 
men is very juſt and entertaining, yet I muſt always 
think the poem would have look'd more of a piece, 
if the names had been all as they are in the original; 
or that elſe removing the action and ſcene entirely in · 
to England, the names of perſons, places, etc. had 


imitation than a tranſlation of Monſieur Boileau. 
 Afﬀeerall, I am ſenſible thatit may be eaſily enough 
reply d in defence of the tranſlation, that as it is in- 
tended for Engliſh readers, and more eſpecially for 
thoſe who don't underſtand French, ſo a long bead-roll 
of dull French authors, who ate grown into ſuch èon- 
tempt, that they are hardly read, or ever known in their 
own country, would be but an odd entertainment to 
people here, who never heard of 'em before. Beſides, 
it muſt be allow'd, that one may very eaſily apprehend 
the pleaſantry of the ſatire in the original, by the tranſ- 


degree, and like kind of dulneſs with thoſe mention'd 
by Monſieur Beileau. 
As for the objection of his having chang'd the per - 
ſons, I believe a ſubject of Great-Britain may be very 
eaſily forgiven, if the love of his country, and the juſt 
honour which he has for his ſovereign, led him to apply 
thoſe handſome compliments to the Queen, which the 
author makes to the king of France in ſome of the 
Canto's, and in others that of the prince of Conde to 
the duke of Marlborough. 
It is not the firſt time that juſtice has diveſted that 
monarch of honours which he had long aſſum'd to 
himſelf, to place * em more worthily upon her majeſty: 
B 2 
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nor is it now only that his Grace has been adorn'd with 
the ſpoils of a French general. The praiſe is, I am 
ſure, at leaſt as highly deſerv'd, and as juſtly given by 
the Engliſh as the French poet. And indeed I think 
the whole tranſlation to be ſo well done in the main, 
and ſo entertaining, that-what little faults are in it, if 
there are any, ought not to be taken notice of, for the 
ſake of the beauties. Nor had I taken the liberty to 
ſay what I have ſaid of it, if it had not been to give you 
a proof of an exact ſincerity in err thing where you 
ask my real . 


7 ol am, * 
LONDON, SIR, 
April the 24th, | | 
1708. | / 
Your humble ſervant, 


N. ROWE. 
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A Monſieur B 0 IL E AU's 


«P RE in vain now to deny that the following 


have upon my performances, as of a great many gentle- 
men of the Academy. *Tis not therefore to be won · 


PREFACE 


poem was occaſion'd by a petty quarrel that 
happen'd in one of the moſt celebrated * churches of 
Paris, between the treaſurer of the relicks, and the 
maſter of the choir; otherwiſe call'd the Prelate and 
the Chanter. [The latter it ſeems beinga man of a for- 
ward incroaching ſpirit, had made ſome ſteps towards 
an invaſion of the rights and privileges of the former; 
which he not brooking, and being reſoly'd to humble 
him, bethought himſelf of ſetting up in the choir a 
ſort of a reading-desk (LU T RIN) upon the very o- 
verture of the chanter's ſeat, and ſo block him up.] 
The fact is true, and that's all. The reſt is mere ſicti · 
on from the beginning to the end; and all the actors 
in it are not only invented, but induſtriouſly drawn 
quite oppoſite to the true character of the miniſters of 
that church ; who for the moſt part, eſpecially the ca- 
nons, are men of great virtue and as much wit. There's 
one among'(t em, whoſe opinion I would as willingly 
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Call d la Sainte Chapelle. 
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der'd, that no body took offence at this poem, ſince 
in truth no body is attack'd by it. A ſpendthrift is 
not troubled to ſee a miſer expos d; nor does a religi- 

us perſon reſent the ridiculing of a rake. I ſhall not 
3 how 1 was engag'd in this trifle upon a kind 
of jocular-challenge made me by the late Monſieur La- 
moignon, whom I paint under the name of Ariſtus, 
A particular narration of this matter, does not ſeem 
to be at all neceſſary. But I ſhould think 1 did my ſelf 
a great deal of wrong, to let flip this opportunity of 
informing thoſe who are ignorant of it, how much 1 
was honour'd with that great man's friendſhip, during 
his life. I began to be known to bim at the time when 
my ſatites made the greateſt noiſe; and the obliging 
acceſs he gave me into his illuſtrious family, was a very 
advantageous apology in my behalf, againſt thoſe who 
were minded to accuſe me of libertiniſm and ill morals, 
He vs a man of an amazing knowledge, and a paſſio- 
nate admirer of all the good books of antiquity; and 
this was what made my works the more tolerable to 
him; fancying he perceiv'd in 'em ſome taſte of the an 
tients.” His piety was unfeign'd, and yet had nothing 
init that was iff or troubleſome. He was not at all 
frighten'd at the title of my works, fatires, where in 
truth he found only verſes and authors expos'd. He 
was pleas d often to commend me for having purg'd 
this ſort of poetry from that obſcenity and filth, which 
till then, had been as it were peculiar to it. Thus I 
had the good fortune not to be difagreeable to him, 
Helet me into all his pleafures and diverſions, that is 
to ſay, bis ſtudies and retirements. He favour'd me 
ſometimes even with his ſtricteſt confidence, and 
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open'd to me the inmoſt receſſes of his ſoul. And 
«© what did not I fee there !* what a ſurprizing treaſure 
of probity and juſtice! what an inexhauſtible fund of 
piety and zeal! tho? the outward luſtre of his virtue 
was exceeding great, it was infinitely brighter within; 
and *twas viſible how carefully he temper'd the rays of 
it, not to wound the eyes of an age ſo corrupt as ours. 
I was ſincerely ſtruck with ſo many admirable quali- 
ties; and as he always diſcover'd a great deal of kind- 
neſs for me, ſo I ever return'd it with the ſtrongeſt de- 
votion for him. The reſpects I paid him, were not 
mixt with any mercenary leaven of ſelf-intereſt; and I 
made it more my buſineſs to profit by his converſation, 
than his credit at court. He died at the time when this 
friendſhip was in its higheſt point of perfection; and 
the remembrance of ſo great a loſs afflicts me daily, 
Why muſt thoſe who are ſo worthy to live, be ſo ſoon 
 ſnatch'd from the world, whilſt the worthleſs and unde- 
ſerving are crown'd with length of days? I ſhall ſay no 
more upon ſo ſad a ſubject, leſt I wet with tears the 
preface ofa work purely jocular, 
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RMS and the PxIESH I ſing, whoſe martial ſoul 
No labour cou'd abate, nor fear controul; 

Active it urg'd his outward man to dare 

The various hazards of a pious war. 

Nor did th' immortal prelate's rage recoil, 

Till victory bad crown'd his hardy toil: 

Till his gay eyes ſparkling with fluid fire, 

Beheld the desk reflouriſh in the choir. 

In vain the Chanter and the Chapter ſtrove; 

Twice they eſſay d the fatal desk to move: 

As oft the prelate, with unweary'd pain, 

Fix'd it to his proud rival's ſeat again. tt 1 

MUSE, let the Holy Warriots rage be ſung; 

Why ſacred minds infernal furies ſtung: 

What ſpark inflam'd the zealous rival's heat, 

How Heavenly breaſts with human paſſions beat 

AND thou, illuſtrious + hero, whoſe command 
Aſſwag' d. the ſire, whoſe ſalutaty hand 

With more than Aeſculapian art cou'd heal 

The Schiſm · ſick church, and ſtop the growing ill; 
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Propitious o'er theſe ſacred numbers ſhine, 
With thy bright influence aid the great deſign; 
And as you deign a willing ear to lend, 
Religiouſly th" important tale attend, 


M IDS the foft pleaſures of fraternal peace, 
Basking in plenty and diſſolv'd in eaſe, 
Paris her antient chappel long had ſeen 
Florid in years, and in her autumn green, 
Her luſty canons roſy beauties grace, 
And brilliant health crimſons each ruddy face: 
Fatten'd with holy inactivity, 
Soft as their furs deep ſunk in down they lie; 
While there the ſacred ſluggards waſte the day 
In ſweet repoſe——— by deputy they pray. 
They only watch'd that they might reliſh relt, 
And never faſted, but to make a feaſt. 
Unhealthy Mattins wiſely they decline, 
And ſubſtitute a Journeyman-Divine. 

When Diſcord roſe, aſqualid guilty ſhade, 
Black as her crimes, in ſable night array d; 
Soft Peace with horror view'd the ghaſtly ſpright, 
And trembling, fled her inauſpicious ſight. 
The livid fury her dire courſe had run, 
From church to church her viſitation gone; 
Then at the noiſy hall's litigious bar 
She ſtopp'd, and ſmil'd to ſee the gowned war; 
' - Pleas'd with her wond'rous work a while ſhe ſtood 
In contemplation, and pronounc'd it good. 
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In countleſs ſhoals her faithful * Normans flow; 
Normans whoſe breaſts perpetual tempeſts blow ; 
Squadrons of lawyers here, drive o'er the plain, 
And clients there, the dreadful charge ſuſtain; 
The lord, clown, ſenator, fop, bully, cit, 
Mingling in one vexatious jargon fight ; 
Round Themis every ſtandard they diſplay, 
And in the wordy ſtrife conſume the day. 

The fury railing then her baleful head, 

O'er the Pariſian tow'rs her venom ſhed; 
Unſhaken yet beholds one church alone, 
But one, that peaceful durſt her pow'r diſown. 
Sacred to pious eaſe this temple ſtood 
Unſhook by tempelts in a raging flood: 

Of all her numerous ſiſters, only ſhe 

Enjoy'd an undiſturb'd tranquility. 

The Fiend, at ſight of this offenſive peace, 
Grins horrible, ſhe howls, her ſerpents hiſs; 
Then laſhing her thin form, ſtrong poiſon fills 
Her mouth, with vengeance her lean boſom ſwells ; 
Her eyes in ſtreams of livid lightning glow, 
Diſtraction ſits malignant on her brow, 

Have then, ſaid ſhe, (and as the fury ſpoke, ' 
The trembling windows jarr'd, the houſes ſhook) 
Have my reſiſtleſs fires theſe hundred years 
Inflam'd the Carmelites, the Cordeliers ? 

Did not the Celeſtines my fury feel? 

Cou'd great St. Auſtin's order me repel ? 

Have I involv'd in feuds the miniſtry ? 

Have I made convocations diſagree ? 


* Litigious to a Proverb, 
C 2 
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And ſhall this church alone rebellious dare 
Cheriſh eternal peace, when I bid war? 
And am I Difcotd? then may tumult ceaſe, © 
If I've no pow'r to blaſt her boaſted pence:- 
To hated quiet let mankind return, | 
Nor on my ſacred altars incenſe burn. | 
She ſaid, and ſtraight afſum'd a Chanter's dreſs; 
Such was her ſhape, ſo formal in her pace: f 
Her warlike viſage rich in rubies ſhines, 
Painted with the beſt blood of generaus vines. 
Thus dreſs'd, ſhe to the ſleeping prelate my | 
In this difſembled form deceives his eyes. 
Deep in the covert of a dark aledve, 
Form'd for the ĩdle gods of ſleep and love, 
A downy couch is rais d with wond' rous care, 


At great expence ſecur d from noxious air: 


Curtains in double folds around it tun, 
And bar all entrance of th intrading ſung 
Artfully rais'd to lull each ſofter ſenſe, 
Devoted to the goddeſs Indolence. 

In idle riot there ſhe keeps her court, 
There airy viſions, wanton phantoms ſport. 
Here negligently dreaming out the day, ' 
Diſſolv'd in eaſe the holy ſluggard lay, 
Strengthen'd with an immodetate morning meal, 
The glutton batten'd till the dinner-bell: 
Youth in its flow'ry bloom with vernal grace 
Shone in his eyes, and brighten'd on his'face; 
His chin enormous, overſpreads his cheſt, © 


In three deep folds deſcending on his breaſt: 
There doz'd the leaden lump of ſlumbring fat, 


While the preſs'd cuſhions groan beneath the weight. 


CANT O I. 
The fury entring, ſaw the table ſpread, 
In artful order elegantly lade 'Of 
She recogniz'd the church, and thus addreſe'd, uy 
With her deluſive words, the ſleeping prieſt. 
Prelate ariſe, quit this inglorious down, t 
Or the proud Chanter will thy power diſown : 
He ſings Oremus, he proceſhons makes, 
With his reſounding voice the chappel ſhakes : 
Without thy leave thy bleſſings he beſtows, 
His mouth with endleſs benedictions flows. 
Do'ſt thou then wait till this invader's hand 
Seizes thy mitre, takes thy high command ? 
Shake off theſe idle bonds, or all you loſe; 
Renounce thy biſhoprick, or thy repoſe. 
She ſpoke, and her infectious breath inſpires 
His troubled bofom with contentious fires : 
The drouzy prelate at her words revives, 
Confus'd and frighten'd, © but his bleſſing gives. 
As wounded by a waſp, have I beheld 
A ſturdy bull, lord of the flow'ry field; 
Unus'd to pain till then, in amorous play 
He lov'd and eat, and wanton'd ont the day: 
But now, impatient, loves and feeds no more, 
The neighbouring foreſts tremble at his roar ; 
With deep-fetch'd bellowing the noble beaſt 
Exhales his ſpirits, and torments his breaſt, 
At the vile inſect that diſturbs his reſt. 
So the gall'd prelate's rage no balm can heal, 
The ſervants firſt his riſing fury feel; 
His rage grows high, and kindling by degrees, 


-- 


| 
ii 
From his ſtung boſom drives inaQtive peace. 0 
| 


He dreſſes, and, O horror! makes a vow; 

Tho dinner waits, he to the choir will go. 

Wiſe Gilotin his chaplain vainly ſtrove, - - 

With ſage advice, this raſn reſolve to move; 

Counſel'd, intreated, every danger told; _ 

© That then * twas noon, that dinner wou'd be cold. 
What more than frantick rage (ſaid he)nowreigns ? 

What wild'Capricio's hurry round your brains? - 

Support your luſtre better, think at leaſt 

A rich laborious prelate is a jeſt: © 

Let a full meal this uſeleſs rage expel; 

Sharpen your appetite, and blunt your zeal; 

This is no ember-week, the church commands 

No faſt ; impoſe not then theſe rigid bands. 

Great Sir, reſume your ſenſes and your food, 

A dinner heated twice was never good. 5 
Thus Gilotin then pointing, ſhew d bis lord 

The fmoaking ſoup attending on the board: 

The prelate ſtruck with reverence and delight, 

Stood filent, conquer'd by the pleaſing fight. 

Victorious pottage ſtopt his eager haſte; 3 

Soften'd his rage, and broke his three hours faſt. ' 

Yet inward fury ſtruggling with his meat, - 

Oppos'd the paſſage of each luſcious bit. 

Good Gilotin expreſs'd in groans his care, 

And politickly ſpreads the growing fear. 

His Partizans the dreadful news receive, 

And feeling own a ſympathetick grief; 

In numerous troops to their lov d patron fly, 

And bravely ſwear to conquer or to die. 
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Thus * when the fierce Pigmean army crouds | | 
The banks of + Heber, or + 8trimonian floods; 
The haughty cranes round their known leader ſwarm, 
And their invincible battalions form. 
Pleas'd with the ſight, the Prelate roll'd his eyes, 
Confeſs'd his new-born joy, and ſtrove to riſe: 
His colour grows again, his voice receives 
Its antient tone, and the whole man revives. 
The luſty gammon reaſſumes its place, 
He ſcans and bleſſes every friendly face. 
Then to the general health a goblet ſwills; 
Each man the great example takes and fills: 
The * cruiſe bled pure vermilion nectar round, 


And the deſert their entertainment crown'd; 


And now the orator prepares to ſpeak : 
Hegroans asif his mighty heart would break, 
Then in a voice to his misfortunes bent, 
Thus in a proper tone began his plaint. - 

Illuſtrious partners of my long fatigues, 
Youlſole ſupporters of my pious leagues; 
By whoſe aſſiſtance I at laſt am made 
Of a mad Chapter the exalted head: 

To your inceſſant ſervices I own | 

All the rich honours that emboſs my gown; 
And can you unconcern'd with equal eyes, 
Behold my rival, and confirm his joys ? 
Muſt 1, the creature of your wiſdom, fall 
A ſacrifice to that proud chanting Baal? 


tc. 


— — 
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* Homer. Had. iii. v. 6, + River of Old Thrace, 
þ River of Thrace, ; A church-veſel, $549! 
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Will you my cauſe, and your own right deny? 
Can you and angry heaven ſtand neuter by? 
A deity theſe fatal truths reveal d.) 
Yes, he has ſeiz'd the fruits of all my toil, 
And inſolently glories in the ſpoil; 
He daily bleſſes the unhallow'd croud, 
Pronounces Benedicat Vos aloud. 
Horror on horror! who can ſpeak the rell? 
Turns my own painted weapons on my breaſt, | | 
Here tears and ſighs his faltring language break; | 
His tears and ſighs too eloquently ſpeæ :?: 
Redoubled ſobs ſtopt the reſpiring breath ; 
His viſage darken'd, choler {trove with death: 
But Gilotin the fievce attack withſtood, 
And a full bowl repelFd the riſing blood.  —_ 
When Sidrac came, age lengthen'd out his way, 
(A crutch confirms his languid limbs decay) 
Four ages in this peaceful choir he told 
Knew men and manners well, was wile and bold; 
And this rare knowledge did his . | 
From ſexton to the $ 
He ſaw the ſinking prelate, gueſs d his gel, 
And with paternal care brought ſwiſt relief. 
Then thus the Reverend — ; 
To the dull Chanter uſeleſs forrow give: . 
Ariſe, reſume thy ſpirits, and thy power; 
I will thy injur'd empite's rights reſtores: _ 
Collect thy judgment, and attend with care; 
What heaven and heavenly powers inſpire me, hear, 
Where now that ſupercilious Chanter rears 
His harden d front, that ſource of all thy cares, 


4 


In antient days a well-known desk of wood, 
Fram'd of unequal ſtructure, firmly ſtood; 


25 


At th' end o' th' choir, on thy left hand 'twas plac'd, 


And its large ſides a ſpacious ſhadow caſt, 
Behind this work the humble Chanter ſat 
In an obſcure inviſible retreat: 
W hen, like the ſun, unrival'd and alone, 
Attracting every eye, the prelate ſhone; 
Whether ſome daemon, to the desk a foe, 
Or nightly force combin'd its overthrow; 
Or was it Deſtiny's unerring hand 
That pre-ordain'd it ſhould no longer ſtand: 
One fatal morning with ſurprizing noiſe, 
The great machine fell down before our eyes: 
In vain we at the angry heav'nsrepin'd; 
"Twas to the veltry in our ſight confin'd; 
There thirty winters bid from open day, 
Forgotten, in ignoble duſt it lay. | 

Hear, prelate, then — when nightly miſts ariſe; 
And veil in dim ſuffuſion prying eyes, 
Let three elected from this friendly rout, 
And favour'd by the growing night, ſteal out; 
With ready zeal the broken maſs rejoin, 
And to its priſtine ſeat the desk confine. 
If in the morn the Chanter dares deſtroy 
Our glorious work, and damp the general joy, 
Actions on actions, ſuits on ſuits ſhall tell 
The church's ſpirit, and her ſervants zeal. 
Then authoriz'd by heaven you may engage; 
This is a war worthy a prelate's rage: 
Wou'd you to pray'r alone that heart confine? 
Let your great ſoul in ardent action ſhine; 

* D 


* 
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Let a dull country vicar be content 
With a long life in lazy preaching ſpent: 
At Paris, Sir, you flouriſi then prepare, 
Be obſtinate, vexatious, rouze to war; 
Be active, reſtleſs, vigilant and proud: 
This raiſes you above the vulgar eroud; 
From common crape diſcriminates a lord, 
And is a prelate's charter on record: 
Then throw your benedictions boldly round, 
Let every place your benediction found. - 
Bleſs in the Chanter's ſight, and never ceaſe, 
With uplift palms the very Chanter bleſs. - 
This warm oration the aſſembly fir'd, 
And every ſoul with god-like rage infpir'd : 
The prelate with uncommon ardour mov'd, 
In a loud out-cry Sidrac's ſpeech approv'd; 
Let then (ſaid.he)a careful choice be made 
Of three, three worthy this deſign to head. 
Each pleads his merit to the great command, 
Each worthy ſeems in this illuſtrious band. 
Let deſtiny, the prelate then reply d, 
Let fortune by deciſive lots provide. 
They write; each hopes his on immortal name 
Will riſe the foremoſt in this ſcroll of fame. 
Twice fifteen names into ſmall billets made; 
Are in a cap's round ſinuous bottom laid; 
And that no fraud may their great hopes deſtroy 
Of a juſt choice, they call a ſinging boy: 
Young William ſtraight the great deſign attends; 
Bluſhing, his artleſs novice-hand he lends. 


* * — 
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Homer. Jhad. vii. v. 171. 
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The prelate with his naked hands andeyes 
Thrice bleſſes all the tickets; ſtirs em thrice : 
The infant draws: firſt Brontin's name appear d; 
They all approve the lot with due regard: 
The prelate hop'd a lucky augury, 
And ſmiling wiſh'd the happy Brontin joy. 
When inſtantly the name, that glorious name 
* Lamour wasdrawn, belov'd by gods and fame: 
The beauteous barber, whoſe long flaxen hair 
Curl'd o'er his ſhoulders, as Adonis fair ; 
Nor was bright Cytherea's lovely box 
More the ſoft goddeſs's delight and joy 
Than he of + Barberiſſa; much ſhe lov'd, 
Much he, and each the others flame approv'd: 
For they were chain'd three years by love alone, 
Before they clap'd the marriage · ſnackles on, 
His cringing neighbours ſervilely ſubmit 
To this faſtidious hero of the ſtreet; 
While his hot courage flaſhes o'er his face, 


And in his eyes deſtructive comets blaze. 


One undetermin'd lot did yet remain; 
The prelate mingles, ſhakes em well again. 
All croud and watch the draught with eager haſte, 


Each hopes his own great name may be the laſt. 


Oh Boirude ! how ſhall I thy joys relate, 
When in the prelate's eyes thou readſt thy fate, 
And ſaw in them thy faithful name appear? 
Such tranſports, mighty Sexton, who cou'd bear? 


— __ — A * — 


* Moliere has drawn the character of this man in bis Medecin 
malgre lui (at the end of the 1/? Scene.) He took hints from Mr. 
Boileau relating to this barber. 

+ La Perruguiere, in Boileau; the Barber's Wiſe. 
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Then thy pale face, which never bluſh'd —T 

Glow'd into ſanguine, and was purpled o'er; 

Thy gouty limbs reſum'd their al _ 

And every pulſe with martial ardour beat. 

Boldly thy ſeeble corpſe attempted thrice, 

As oft, alas! in vain eſſay'd to riſe. l 
Fate has determin'd, and the joyful croud, 

With dreadful ſhouts, bonfirad that choice load.) 
Th' aſſembly riſes, with applauding noiſe 

They ſlide away, and murmur out their joys, 

Leaving the prelate with fatigue oppreſs d 5 

Till a full ſupper calm'd his moody breaſt, — 

And laid his anger, and his linde, to reſt. E 


CANTO. n. 


EAN time the monſter of gigantick fize, [eyes; 
Hung round with opening mouths, and waking 
Who far and wide tells what ſhe hears, and more; 
Trav'ling from elime to clime; from ſhore to ſhore: 
Fame, nimble meſſenger, prepares to dart 

A mortal dread on Barberiſſa's heart: 

Tells how her lord, by a fond fancy led, 

That night determin'd to forſake her bed, 

And to erect the desk. Amaz'd to hear, 45 

She ſirſt ſtood motionleſs, and froze with fear: 

At laſt, confeſſing anger and ſurprize, 

With hair diſhevel'd, and with flaming eyes, 

Her wrath no longer able to conceal, 

She thus upbraided his officious zeal, | 


The ſoft embraces of a tender wife 
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* And would'ſt thou hide this miſchief of thy Ot ? 
And can no facred vows, nor duty bind? 
Dar'ſt thou then, traytor, ſo perfidious prove 

To plighted faith, and Hymeneal love? 

Are all th* indearments of a weddedlife, 


(A wife, alas? juſt ready to expire) 

Too weak to conquer one unkind deſire? 

Falſe man, wert thou oblig'd to wear away 

The tedious hours from eve to dawning day; 
With well form' d curls, or with diſſembled hair, 
The beau to farniſh, or adorn the fair: 

I cou'd, perhaps, without regret or pain, 

The want of due benevolence ſuſtain | 5 
Thy abſence ſweetned with the hopes of gain. | 
But thus to leave your partner in the lurch, 

With a mad zeal in favour of a church! 

Stay, cruel man! ah! whither do you run? 

Why the companion of your pleaſures ſhun ? 

Have you forgot ſo ſoon? and can you ſee 

Theſe flowing ſtreams, and not be touch'd, like me? 
By all our kifles, by our ſofter nights, 

And melting ſweets of conjugal delights z 

If ever mov'd with Barberifſa's charms, 

You took the eaſy victim to your arms: 

If by no previous promiſes betray d, 

E're join'd by prieſt, I fell a — maid 2 


— — 


— 


. —— etiam ſperaſti, ak tantum 
Poſſe nefas ? | » 
Nec te noſter amor, nec te data dextera quondam ; Paſt 3 
Nec moritura tenet crudeli funere Dido, Virg. Aeneid. 
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If thoſe yon glimmering lamps, which toll above, 
Ne'er ſaw a ſecond rival in my love: 
Ah! do not go! let me your ſtay implore 
But for one night, and I will ask no more. 
She ſaid: the torrent of her amorous flame 
'Threw on a truſty ſtool the ſwooning dame. 
The moving ſight her lord's brave ſoul oppreſt; 
Honour and Love contended in his breaſt, 
Till calling bis known courage to his aid, 
Thus to the queen of his deſires he ſaid: 
(But with a voice which ſpoke divided care, 
A lover's ſweetneſs, and a husband's air. 
Madam, ſhould I my happineſs diſown, 
And joys ſo often reap'd from you alone; 
1 ſhould to honour a curſt traytor prove, 
Unworthy of your bed, and laviſn love, | 
But ſooner ſhall the diſtant German Rhine, ? 


His blended ſtreams with Gallick Liger join, 

Or Galliz's-perjur'd/-Monarch'to-fair truth incline; 

F'er from my memory your love depart, 

80 ſafely treaſur'd in my conſtant heart 

Yet think not, Hymen, when-my faith I gave, 

Reſign'd me to your yoke, a Woman's ſlaye, 

Had I the power my deſtiny to chuſe, 

I ſtill had *ſcap'd the matrimonial nooſe : 

Still had I revell'd, like a free-born ſoul, | 
In lawleſs pleaſures, and without controul, | 
Away! no more your empty title plead; 
"What's love, compar'd with ſuch a noble deed ? 

How will it ſound, when future poets write, 

That I, by favour of the ſilent night, | $ 
The desk erected in the church's right? 


CANTO: HI. 
Curb then your fond deſires; nor ſeek to ſhock 
My ſolid honour, ſtable as a rock. 
Ah! do not Barberiſſa's virtue ſtain, 
Nor thoſe fair eyes bedew with brackiſh rain; 
Nor with ungenerous ſighs protract my ſtay, 1 
* © For Heav 'n has call'd 5 I muſt obey.” 
This faid, he leaves her full ofanxious fears, 
Her cheeks all delug d with a flood of tears. 
Straight the vermilion vaniſh'd from her face, - 
And the wan Lilly took the Roſe's place. 
Thrice to recal the ſavage man ſh” aſſay d; 
But her rebellious tongue thrice diſobey'd. 
Then to the lofty room, which fac'd the skies, 
By men the garret call'd, the weeping lady flies. 
Alicia heard; ſtraight after her ſhe went, 
Nimbly ſurmounting the ſtairs high aſcent; - 
To ſhew her duty by her ſpeedy care, - 
And leſſens ſorrow, while ſhe takes a ſhare. 
Now had approaching night the town-o'er-ſpread, 
+ And ſcatter'd thro' the {treets a dusky ſhade; 
The bell rings ſupper; th' hungry chaplains all, 
Bleſſing the ſound, and pliant to the call, ſhall. 5 
Flock from the empty choir to the more welcome 
The taverns thicken ; the wet Chanter ſings; | 
And every room with noiſe and nonſenſe rings. [eyes 
Forth-the brave Brontin march'd, whoſe watchful 


Sleep thrice in vain attempted to ſurprize : 
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Whom the third bottle fortify'd within, 

Provided by the cautious Gilotin, . 

Who knew that wine made heavy burdens bett, 

And puſh'd the unarm'd hero to the fight. 
The ſexton follow d, Boirude was his name; 

The third in this immortal deed of fame 

Both ſally out, kindled with honour's A 

To fire the flow amour with love of arms. 

Let us depart, they cry'd, the day declines, 

And to ſucceeding night his ſway reſigns: 

Why thus dejected? whence this black chagrin 

Which hovers o'er your eyes, and ſwells your (ſpleen ! ? 

Art thou the man, who-blam'd the tedious day, | 

And curs'd the lagging ſun's unkind delay? 

Riſe, follow us; great deeds great ſouls inllame: 

At this the barder bluſtr d with gen'rous — 4 
Then to his well · fill d magazine he flies, 185 

Where many an iron weapon ſacred lies, ; 5 

Till call'd to light on ſome brave enterprize. 

Some faſhion'd'by the skill'd Cornavians care, 

At Birmingham, the ſhop of Mulciber: 

Not like thoſe arms of the dead- doing kind; 

Theſe faſten things which were before disjoin'd : 

Like an inverted cone, of metal {trong, 

Sharp-pointed, and quadrangularly long; 

In vulgar ſpeech call'd Nails: of theſe the beſt 

He choſe; a hatchet his broad ſhoulders preſt: 

A well- tooth'd ſaw his brawny body bends, 

Which, like a quiver, downhis back deſcends. 

Incourag'd thus, Brontin a mallet ſhook, 

And Boirude a nail- driving hammer dock. 


C ANNTO 11 T 
Lamour's heroick ſteps they tread, por feel 
An unknown warnith, a more than human . 
rn Gali 
Of ſuch a leader, ſuch a firm-brigade! - r 
The Moon, who ſpy'd their haughty march hom far; : 
Withdraws her peaceful light, andaĩds the war. 
Diſcord purſu'd them, with a fav'ring eye; 000 33 
She grinn'd a ſmile, and with her hideous er (. 
Drove back the trembling dloude; and . 00 

vaulted sky. 
From thence the Gund deſcended to th * 
Of the * Citoſe, and wak'd 8loth's drouzy Fe 
There in a cell he keeps his ſilent court; 
Around him, luke · warm lazy Genii ſport: 
One, in a corner, kneads the fat' ning paſte, - x 26:11 0 
Which plumps the Canon's i, and ſwells his 
brawny waſte. tot Hat 

Another the vermilion grinds, to. 1 
The jolly looks of mortifying ſaint: Abi noc 
There pleaſure an obſervant centry ſtands 7 
Regardful of the Deity's: commands 
While Morpheus pours continual poppy rain; $ bo. 
(Tho' now redoubled ſhow'rs deſcend in van) 
Sloth at the noiſe awakes. All- covering night - _ - | 
Relates the ſtory, and improves the fright; - 1 1 
Tells how the prelate, with ambition fir d, 
© T” heroick fame by new deſigns aſpir d. 5 
© Near to a venerable houſe of prayeeer,r 
* She ſaw three PAR: FW" Fe eg PR m 
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0 ertians. A frateraity i in the Romiſh church. 
* E 


34 THE LUTRIN. 


Proudly they march'd beneath her thick Avis 
© Safe in their ſtrength, ſecure from human eyes: 
© While Diſcord's ſiery brands their ſouls — 
© Who threatens here to aggrandize her name 
© Lo! with to«morrow's light a desk appears, 
The joy of factious reſtive mutineers. 

© A thouſand dangers on the tumult wait! 


© A thouſand feuds foment the curft debate? 5 


So heav'n has writen in the book of fate. 

dhe ſpoke: Sloth, riſing from his ſilky bed, 

And leaning on one arm his Jumpy head; 

While from his languid eyes a deluge ran, 

This broken ſpeech with feeble voice began. 

O night, thou ſtab'ſt me with this killing news! 

What new- born plagues does active hell produce? 

Still do the furies throw their fiery darts? 

Still breath fatigue and war in human hearts? 

Ah! whither fled thoſe happy times of peace, 

When idle kings, diſſolv d in thoughtleſs eaſe, 

Reſign'd their ſcepters, and the toils of ſtate 

To Counts, or ſome inferiour magiſtrate: _ 

Loll'd on their thrones, devoid of thought or pang 

And, nodding, ſlumber'd out a lazy reign?  . 

No anxious cares did nigh er Ding Is fl 

But day and night was one continu'd ſleep, - 

. Except the vernal month, when, Flora gilds .-. | . 
The chearful valleys, and the ſmiling hills; 

When the loud North his airy rule reſigns 

To gentle zephyrs, and more peaceſul winds; 

Four oxen drew with ſlow and ſilent feet 

Th' unactive monarch to ſome country- ſeat. 


"0 


But tis no more: that golden age is gone; 
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And an unweary'd princeſs fills Britannia's throne, N 


Each day ſhe frights me with the noiſe —— 
Slights my embraces, and deſies my charms, 
In vain does nature, ſeas and rocks oppoſe, 
To bar her virtue; which undaunted goes 
Thro' Lybian burnings, and o'er Scythian ſnows. 
Her name alone my trembling ſubjects dread, 
Not her own cannon does more terror foread, 
To tell the wrongs and cruelties I bear, 
Would exerciſe the labour of a year. 
I thought the church would ſhelter an exile, 
Driv'nfroma'court; inur'd to cares and toil, 
Vain was my thought: for now each ſad recluſe, 
Monks, abbots, priors, wretched me abuſe, 
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* La Trape*sgrown famous by my ſhameful flight, | 


Nor can St. Denis bear my odious ſight. 

The Jeſuits ever have my power defy d; 

Few but the dull Citoſe my rule obey d. 
The + Holy Chappel, with its founder, ſeept, 

And from old time its lethargy had kept. 

Lo! now a desk, a fatal foe to peace, 5 

Strives to diſlodge me from my antient eaſe. 

And wilt thou, Night, lend thy officious aid 

To cover crimes, far blacker than thy ſhade? - 

Wilt thou, dear partner of my lov d repoſe, 

Abet my ruin, and protect my foes? 


—_ 4 FRF ad 8 11 


* Reli 1005 in and near Paris, newly reform'd. 8 
+ The fon of ation where this diſſenſion Nd, 
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36 THELUTRIN. 
If e'er to thee alone 1 did reveal! 
The Joys of love, which I from day conceal; 

Ah! ſuffer not at leaſt here Sloth oppreſt 
With length of words, and want of grateful 3 
Sunk down: his ſtrength — RY god, 1 
to Hepes Nr = — __ 
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LD ata, hp on — 
Parent of fears, and nurſe of ſorrow, rode, | 

Burgundia' industrie ſhe hovers round, 
And ſheds her dreary: vapours o'er the ground: 
Then towards the fair Lutetian turrets flies, 
Diſtilling opiats from her humid eyrs. : | 
At length * Montlerry's lofty tow'rs he bod, 
Fond of thoſe venerable old abode © 
The ſummit of whoſe walls ſtupendous cee 
Steals by degrees from the deluded ſi ght; 
While the ſtrain'd eye- balls pierce the clouds in van, 
And ſtretch their fiery beams, the vaſt aſcent to gain. 
The weary'd pilgrim flies the tedious view, 
The objects follow, and his flight purſue. 
Here crows and vultures keep their ruin'd court; 
Here ravens and funebrous birds reſort ; 
The croaking toad and bat, in om'nous ſquals, 
Improve fs erer of theſe deſert walls? 
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An old caſtle n near Paris, Tituated on a bil. 


| C ANT Oo HMI. 37 
Here thirty winters aged howlet la,, 
And elaim'd a refuge from the bal , ': ablods8 
Fruitful of evil fate the ſhrieker cries 
And by foreelling miiſchiefs, mignifies: ley iel; YO 
In this wild place retir'd to meditate; 
Expecting night, the ſober creature ſat: | 
The goddeſs came; howlet exalts his voice, 11 
Sad'ning the tuneful neighbours with his j Joys: 
Complaining Progne trembles with new pains 
And Philomela's fears o'ercome her ſtrains 
Follow me, ſon; ſaid Night. The feather'd fate, 
Rous'd at her voice, forſook his drouzy ſeat; ' ' | 
With heavy wings they preſs the thickning air, 
And darkling their dull ſhades to Paris bear: 
Here both arreſting their auſpicious fliglit, 
On the fam'd chappel's deſtin d belfry light. 
The goddeſs bending from the loſty are, 
Obſerves the warriors, and regards their march. 
The ſmirking barber brandiſhes on high 
A bumper, which re- ſmiles with mutual joy 
Each deluging in genial juice his ſoul, 
To Gilotin and Bacchus fill the bowl. [1 
Shall they then triumph thus, the goddeſs ſaid, - 
And find an eaſy conqueſt in my ſhade ? | 
Soon theſe inſulting miſcreants ſhall know, 
What to my ſacred dignity they owe. | 
Then gravely nodding to her darling pride, 
Her tardy wings the foggy air divide : 
Howlet with equal pinions takes his flight, | 
And follows through thick ſhades his mother Night, 
Both to the fatal Sacriſty repair, 
Where lay the dreadful buſineſs of the war: 


38 THE LVTRIN. 


The ſullen deity now makes a ftand, Th 

Beholds the dea, and gives this 8 NT. 
© Reſt here, fon, in the dark womb 

of this old der, rllripening time tal come." 


The owl aſſumꝭd his delegated place, 

And ſat expecting with a ſage grimace. 

The champions warmꝰd with native heat and wine, 

VUnanimous purſue the great deſigan: 

The ſacred Chappelꝰs marble ſteps aſcend, 

While Bacchus does his friendly influence lend. 

The proud Piazza's paſs d, the heroes nad: 

Behind em ſee the ſnop of fam d Rebo w; 

There undiſturb'd volum' nous H 

Him under twenty faithful locks he keeps; 
Secure from chandlers, and devouring ſire, 

The learned lumber there remains intire. 

When Boirude, as the ——— 

A tinder- box from his n 

The veiny flint and hardy ſteel ingage, 

Breathing in particles of fire their rage: 

Colliding blows the atoms diſunitec 

And kindle living ſeeds of infantlight: 

The new - born ſparks a bluiſſi flame beget, 

Which from ſulphureous fumes ejaculate; 

The waxen taper glows with borrow d fires, 

And in a laſting bolder flame aſpires. 

The heroes, with this trembling ſtar their guide, 

(This trembling ſtar the abſent ſun ſupply d) 

Approach the temple; Boirude opes the gate, 

And manfully conducts the van in ſtate. 


— * — 


0 _ © virg. Georg. 2. v. 135. r 1. v. 178. 
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As thro' the ſpacious ſolitude they ſteer, 

With talk they diſſipate invading fear. 

The Veſtry now ĩs ſeen; each palid face 

Owns the tenebrous horror of the place. | 

There lies the desk, dread work ofwaynard fare; 

A while: they ſtand i its form to contemplate: 

Till rouzing em, aloud the barber cries, 

This ſpectadle is not t amuſe our eyes: 

We are not here conven'd, my friends, to A 

Time will not ſtay; the moments precious are: 

Into the middle iſle convey the maſs, 

And fix it on the haughty Chanter's place. 

To morrow a plump Prelate's gloating eyes 

Shall view the triumph with uncommon joys. 
Then with an arm tremendous bravely ſtrove | 

From its old poſt the duſty lump to move. 

* When, Oh diſtraction — its hollow womb, 

Like thunder a dread voice was heard to come. 

Brontin grew ſtiff with freezing: ague · fear, 

The Sexton's colour fled, uproſe his hair; 

Lamour bemoan d (to Sling fear bet d) 

The want of Barberiſſa and his bedz ' 

Yet ſtraight his courage recollects, and no 

Reſolves, whate'er fate means; to ſtand the — 

When from his powdry rooſt the bird of nicht 

With rel e outcries takes his flight; ; 

Like ſtatues, petrify'd with chillyfear, 

Unable to reſiſt, they ſhake; they ſtare. 

Howlet th illuminated wax deſcry'd, 

And ſoon extinguifh'd with his wings their guide, 
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43d THE'LUTRIN, 
Now diſarray'd, confounded, they retreats 
Confeſſing by ſwift flight a baſe defeat: 
Their nerves relax, their trembling knees ĩn van 
Their bloodleſs bodies labour to ſuſtain+:-:; - + - - 
Their hair erect, and: grey with ſudden-fright; - 
The flying ſquadron pierce the ſhades of _ | 
So meet a heedleſs troop of wanton: boys 

In ſome cloſe corner; with unpuniſh'd noiſe 520 
Th' indocile libertines ſecutely play, 
In idle paſtime truanting the day 
Far from their ſtudious maſter's prying Gaht, dr 0147 
They give a looſe to joy, and revel in delight.” 
But if ſtern Argus by ſurprize appears, 
They quit their pleaſures, and reſume their fears ; 4 
Dreading the future birch and threatning eye, 
In — from thꝭ unſiniſſ'd game they fly. om 

| Diſcord inrag'd, beheld the routed crond, - 
And roar'd, like thunderfrom-a broken cloud ; 
Then, to revive theirhearts:congea}'d 1 yeh ea, 
And rally their baſe ſouls to ſecond war, 0 
She borrow'd ſurly Sydrac's aged look, 
Wrink led her brow, and his long viſage took. 
Earthward ſhe bent, and to the ſight appears 
Depreſs d beneath the weight oſ — eas! 
Her *linibs did on a knotted ſtaff rely, 
And ſeem'd to move on ſprings of Chican'ry: 
A winking taper in her hand ſhe takes, 
And growling, thus the timid band ee, | 

Stop, miſcreant wretches,whither wes you fy: 2 

Here neither bloodſhed is, nor enemy. 01 £ 
What! will you then for a vile bird _"y Sega 
Your honour loſe, and enterprizediſown? + 


* 


* Iliad J. 1. Neſtor's Speech. 
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Dare you not ſtand the impotent grimace 

Of one poor owl? what wou'd you do, alas! 

If every day like me you ſaw the bar, « 
And wag'd with hideous looks eternal war? 
Friendleſs ſollicit hard of hearing now, | 
Then ſtand a haughtyjudge's rigid brow; 
Ear-beat, without his fee, a lawyer dead; 

In Forma Pauperis inceſſant plead: 

Believe me, ſons, experience is my guide, 

My ſelf a Chapter ſu'd, the law defy d. 
Nor can the bar ſhew that tremendous look, 
But I a hundred times have ſtood its ſhock: 
Dauntleſs their forward way my body barr'd, 
I' th* church's name demanding to be heard. 
The church was fruitful then in great divines, 
Souls forg'd by nature for immenſe deſigns. 
Then pennyleſs and friendleſs we could go, 
Farther than now for love and money too. 
In thoſe triumphant days, the vileſt head 

A Prelate and a Chanter durſt implead. 

* The world grows old, time runs a jaded race, 
And worn - out nature teems with her diſgrace. 
If yet you cannot reach your fathers ſtate, 

At leaſt their ſhining virtues emulate, 

Think what diſhonour your bright names will foul, 
When men ſhall tell the fable of the owl: © 
Think how the Chanter, with indignant pride, 
Will mock your valour, and attempt deride: 
Howlet will bethe word, a ſtanding jeſt, 

The flout of boys, and mirth of every feaſt, 
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4* THE LUTRIN. 


Yes, I perceive your ſouls no longer bear 
Theſe ſtinging thoughts ; for action then prepare: 
Remember, Sirs, what Prelate tis you ſerve, f 
And ſnatch the verdant laurels you deſerve; 

Your eyes re- ſparkle with their wonted fires, 

And each heroick breaſt the war requires. 

On then; run, fly; immortal honour calls; 

And conſecrates the man who bravely falls: 

So ſhall the Prelate ſee, with wondring joy, 

Your vengeance ſwift as your affront can flie. 

This ſaid, the warring goddeſs takes her flight, 
Plung'd in a ſudden flaſh of blazing light; 
Reſtoring to each breaſt their martial heat, 

Fills with herſelf the bold Triumvirate. 

So when the reſcu'd Danube, Rhine, and Scheld, 

Immortal Churchill, thee in arms beheld; 

The face of war ſoon took a brighter turn, 

And fainting ſquadrons with new vigour burn: 
Thy courage, like the univerſal ſoul, 
Darts thro' the troops, and animates the whole. 


Victoria yielding to ſuperior charms, 
Careſs'd thy ſtandard, and embrac'd thy arms. 


Aſham'd and angry at their late defeat, 
They light their taper, and their task repeat: 
The noiſy enemy flies off unhort, 
And what was late their terror, is their ſport. 
And now the desk the Chanter's pew aſcends, 
A ſhout the chappel's lofty arches rends: 
The wormy boards, by time's corroding ſpight 
Disjoin'd, the luſty mallet's blows unite; 
With their continu'd ſtrokes the pews reſound, 
The vaults rebellow'd, and the organ groan'd. 


. 


CANTO II. 43 
Ah Chanter ! bury'd in profound repoſe, 
Little thy heart the brooding miſchief knows, 
But undiſturb'd by grief or anxious fear, 
Dreams: not what angry fate is doing here! 
If in a viſion yet ſome pow'r divine 
Shou'd to thy ſenſe reveal the dread deſign; 
E're thou would'ſt ſuffer that ill-ſhapen maſs, 
Aſpiring ſo, to lord it in thy place; 
Bold as a dying martyr would'ſt thou come, 
And gloriouſly diſpute thy hapleſs doom: 
Thy naked body to the nails expoſe, 
And tender head to the hard hammer's blows. 
To mummy bruis'd, thou on the ſpot wou'dſt die, 
And worthleſs life refuſe with infamy. | 
But while the desk to thy diſgrace does riſe, 
In ſilken chains thee gentle flumber ties. | 
Now two concluding ſtrokes the work compleat, 
And the hinge turns on thy unhappy ſeat. | 


CANT O IV. 


HE Sextons to their early task repair, 
And call the yawning prieſts to Mattin pray'r; 

The bells with filver ſounds the region ſhake, 
Their turrets rock, and lazy Chanters wake: 
Half rais'd at the ſad din, each drouzy head 
Sinks down oppreſs'd by its own native lead. 

#* Their Chief alone with fancy'd terror {truck 
And ſcar'd by viſionary forms, awoke; 


The Chanter, | 
F 2 
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44 THE LUTRIN. 

At the redoubled clangor of his cries 
Each ſervant quits his down, and trembling Ales, 
Firſt faithful-Girot, with-undaunted ſpeed, 
Appear'd before the ſweating Chanter's bed: 
Girot his ſhaking maſter's ſenſe reſtor'd; 

The worthieſt ſervant oſ ſo good a lord 1 

Who, pleas'd domeſtitck merit to prefe·, 
The choir's proud gate committed to his care: 
Abroad, a- ſtiff· neckꝰd haughty verger, he; 

At home, a ſupple ſlave in livery. 

My lord, ſaid he, what trouble l breaſt? 
What mock breaks your grateful reſt? 
Wou d you unprecedented. madly run 
To chappel, and prevent the rifing ſun ? 
Conſider, fr ; to vulgar Chanters leave 
The pride of meriting what they receive; 

Your genius then indulge without reſerve, 
Let wretches born for labour toil and ſtarve. 

Friend, ſaid the Chanter, till with horror pale, 

What can thy vain reflections now avail ? 
Here thy companionable paſſion join, 
And mix thy amicable ſighs with mine; 
Thy haneſt heart will trenible, when it heats 
The ſubject of thy dying maſter's fears: | 
Twice gracious Morpheus had my temples bound, 
And in forget ful nightſhade reaſon d A 
Intoxicating fumes had fancy warm'd; 

And every ſenſe to ſweet repoſe was den dt 
When, as I thought, i' th' choir with olorious grace 
I bleſs'd the croud, and fill'd my wonted place, 
-Swallow'd the incenſe, and unrival'd bore 
The firſt degree in office and in pow'r: 


C ANT O IVV. 
A gloomy ſmoke long rolling from afar, 
Seem'd from the darken'd veſtry to appear; 
Forward it ſhot, and kindling as it came, 
The dreadful cloud burſt in a bluiſh flame; 
And, Odire object! to my fight diſplay'd! 
A dragon, by th' aſſiſting prelate led; 
His head triangular: the frighful maſs 
A very reading-desk appear'd, or-was. 
When, animated by his guide, the beaſt 
Darting at me, up-rais'd his monſtrous creſt. 
In vain I trembling fled, cry'd out in vain, 
Till kindly ſleep relax' d his gentle chain. 
I can no more poſſeſsd with panĩck dread; 
In my pale eyes the ſequel may be read. | | 
Ah, fir, ſaid Girot ſmiling, noblemen, 
Wits, criticks, ladies, poets nurſe the ann 
Tis a genteel diſeaſe, and ever breed 
By duns, or affectation, or a bed. q 
Without delay.on'fam'd *-Cephalick call, 
The Camifar ſhall cure you with his ſal. 
The maſter of the choir, averſe to jeſt, 
(With chiding eyes his il|-tim'd wit ſuppreſs'd) ( 
Leap'd furious from his bed, and Nen dit to o be 
dreſs'd: | 
All his rich' veſts and ſumptuous robes puts on, 
His mohair caſſock, and his tabby gown, 
His purple gloves; that very rochet wore, 
Which once the jealous prelate's fingers tore: 
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An ebon ſtick he held, and on his head, 

Snowy with winter age, a ſattin bonnet laid: 
Quickning his pace, with fierce impulſive ire, 
He runs, he flies, and reaches firſt the choir. 

* © thou, who guided by the Delphick God, 
Sung, on the margin of a drouzy flood. 
Obſtinate chiefs inur'd to deadly wars, 
Twixt hoſtile Frogs and Mice immortal jars: 
+ O thou whoſe muſe's bold fantaſtick flight 
Did the Bolonian bucket's rape indite; 

Vile cauſe of war! all Latium to engage 
In bloody arms, the Helen of their _ 
eſs ſtrain 


And F thou who painted in a deathl 


The licens'd Homicides of Warwick-lane ! 
(Phoebus to thee his double bleſſing gives; 
Thy muſick charms us, and thy art relieves) 
Give energy to my enervat tongue, 
While the fir d Chanter's flagrant rage is ſung. 
What pencil can his indignation draw, 
When on his ſeat th' aſpiring desk he ſaw! 
Mute, motionleſs, and pale, a while he ſtood, 
Horror, ſurprize, and grief benumb'd his blood; 
But his impriſonꝰd words at length reſound, 
And breaking thro' his ſobs, a paſſage found. 
See, Girot! ſee the Hydra that oppreſs'd 
My troubled ſoul, and broke my pleaſing reſt ? 
Behold the Dragon ! there he rears his head, 
And buries me in an eternal ſhade! ” 


ls 


* Homer's gatrachomyomachia. 
+ Aleſſandro. Taſſoni, Author of La Secchia Rapita; an Ita- 
lian Poem. + Dy. Garth, 
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C ANT O IV. 
Prelate, what have I done? what helliſh rage 
Makes thee ingenious to torment my age? 
What ! can thy waking malice know no reſt, 
Nor ſleep nor night lull thy tempeſtuous breaſt? 
O fate! muſt this opprobrious desk appear, 
And cloud me in my proper Hemiſphere? 
Into a dungeon thus convert my pew, + 
Eclipſe my glories from the publick view! 
Unſeen, unknown to all but God, my face 


Muſt there be hid incog' in my own place! 
What! muſt 1 fit ingloriouſly obſcut'd ?—— — 


It is too much; it cannot be-endur'd. 

No, let us firſt the ſacred altar fly, 
Abandon heav'n, renounce the miniſtry; 
Yes, let us ceaſe our inharmonious pray rs, 
No longer offer mulick to the ſpheres, 


Nor deafen, with rude ſounds, immortal ears. 


Let us from this ungrateſul church retire, 


Nor fee, where we're not ſeen, a thankleſs choir, | 


But then my rival triumphs on his ſeat, 

And ſmiles inſultingly at my defeat ; 

While on my pew this desk will (till be borne, 
And riding on its creaking hinges turn. 
Forbid it, heav'n, or give me inſtant death, 
And ſtifle foul diſhonour with my breath ! 
Yes, faithful Girot, let us bravely die, 

If we're too weak to move this infamy ; 

But this right hand ſhall tear the tyrant down; 
'Tis lawful an uſurper to dethrone: 

Yes, e're we die, if noble death muſt come, 


The rival desk ſhall, falling, ſhare our doom. 


48 THE LU TRIN 
Strengthen'd with rage, at theſe determin'd words 

The furious Chanter ſei d the trembling — 

When, guided thither by auſpicious chantses, 

Roger and John, two well known: Chiefs, advance q 

Renowned. Normans both, equally.skill/d\; ;. 

P th' law, with ran fuld. 

They hear his anger's ſource, his cavſethey.own; 

Yet counſel, nothing raſhly ſhou'd be done. 

Yes, they agree the Monſter muſt not ſtand, 

Nor mult it fall by any private band · 

But let th aſſembled chapter vie the light, 

And in full ſynod do the chanter right.” F 
This ſage advice.repriev'd the threaten'd maſs, 

And ſmooth'd'the ruffled Sire's diſtorted face: 

Then be it ſo, ſaid he, let them appear; 

Summon, without delay; the Chapter here: 

Fly, and with holy yell the Dotards cke, 

So ſhall they of our early grief partake. . 
At this diſcourſe ſurpriz'd and froze they Nang, 

Regardleſs of their Sovereign's raſh command. 
Fooliſh and bold, ſays Roger, toinjoin | 

A morning's work, I fear we muſt decline: 

Betimes we ought to quit this party-fray, 

Where tis impoſlible we ſhou'd'obeyz -— _ 

Tho' from the diſtant ſtreet the piercing ſound 

Shou'd wake the ſnoaring footmen, ſivorchy'd around, 

And penetrate, without the leaſt regard, 

That ſacred calm, where noiſe is never mind. 

Can you conceive, my Lord, when peaceful ſhades 

Have bound em faſt to their inchanting beds, 

We ſhou'd'the ſluggard's iron ſlumbers break, 

Whom ſix bells thirty years cou'd never .: 


9 


"CANTO VV. 49 


Can two weak Chanters voices e er perform 


What is a work for thunder or a ſtorm? 

The warm old man replies, I ſee what ends 

You wiſh, and whither this oration tends, 

I ſee, your daſtard ſouls the Prelate dread ; 

Yes, of the haughty Prelate you're afraid: 

Ye ſervile wretches, I have ſeen you ſtand, 
Bending your necks beneath his bleſſing hand. 
Go, (till be flaves, ſtill fawn, and lick and bow 
I will the Canons raiſe without ye now. 

Approach then, honeſt Girpt, thou true friend! 
Whom neither bribes can ſhake, nor Prelates bend: 
Do thou the Maundy-Thurſday's * rattle take; 
Soon ſhall this engine make 'em hear and ſhake: 
The Sun a fight entirely new ſhall ſee, 


The droning Chapter up as ſoonas he. 


This heart'ning ſpeech made truſty Girot fly, 
And rake the duſt of Holy Armory. 
Now the lugubrous inſtrument reſounds, 
And every ear with hideous clangor wounds. 
Infernal Diſcord, pleas'd, prepares to head 
Her willing champions, and afford them aid; 
Then from the“ clam'rous hall, t' improve the fright, 


She calls the God of noiſe thro? ſhades of night. 


\ 


La Creſſe in French, an inſtrument uſed on Maunday-Thurſ- 
day inſtead of bells. 
+ Anfſwerable to our Weſtminſter-Hall : The Reader will pleaſe 
to apply it ſo as oft as he meets with it. 
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And now ſweet ſleep forſakes each wond'ring eye; 
The ſtreet, aſtoniſh'd, rifes at the cry: 

At length the canons their ſtrong fetters break, 
Unſeal their lids, and in confuſion wake. 
Monſtrous and wild ideas each conceives, 


And what his fancy breeds, his fear believes. 


One thinks loud thunder ſplits the facred choir, 
The chapel burning with a * ſecond fire : 

Others more fad and phlegmatick than he, 

Gueſs'd it the toning of the F Tenebrae : 

A third, ſtill dozing with the fumes of wine, 
Believes it noon, vows tis a laid deſign, 5 
And grumbles that he was not call'd to dine. 

So when returning Phoebus gilds the year, 

And chears with genial warmth our hemiſphere; 
When zephyrs blow, and birds difus'd to ſing, 
Eſſay their notes, to welcome in the Spring: 
Albion's bright Goddeſs, mov'd with Europe's tears, 
Sends forth her Heroes to diſſolve their fears; 


With inſulary thunder to prevent 


The tow' ring giants of the continent: 

The Louvre ſhakes, pale Louis taſtes again 

The terrors of a new Ramillia plain: | 

Th Efcuriai dreads Anna's recruited might, 

And Anjou ſaddles for a ſecond flight: 

Pariſian walls ſhalt prove a t weak defence 

For * Quixiot Kings, andeach + Knight-Errant Prince. 
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Once burnt down, in 1618. 

+ The ſervice in the Romiſh Church the week before Eaſter. 

+ The Tranſlator propheſy'd wrong concerning K. Philip, as ap- 
pears by the event. 
Don Philip. + Chevalier St. George. 
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In vain does Terror urge; ſupine they ly, 
And wait between the ſheets their deſtiny. 
Girot reſolves to rouze *em and prepares 
A ſtory, which he knew wou'd take their ears, : 
Reſtore their ſenſes, and expel their fears. 
I'm ſent, - ſaid he, t' inform you from my Lord, 
A warm collation ſmokes upon the board ; 
With art collected, it no dainty wants 
Which luxury can wiſh, or the rich ſeaſon grants. 
He ſpoke: all catch at once the welcome ſound, 
Shake off dull ſleep, and from their pillows bound, 
Headlong they preſs, as rapid lightning fleet ; 
Yet ſwifter appetite out-ſtrips their feet. 
Ready to break their necks, to break their falt ; | 
Each flatters, as he flies, his eager taſte : 
With entertaining thoughts of ſweet repaſt. 
But, ah vain hope! fond man's deluſive bait ! 
Regardful of the cover'd hook too late. 
The diſappointed Chapter view their chief, 
And find they come not there to eat, but grieve. 
The Chanter in the moſt pathetick words 
( The beſt his interrupting grief affords) 
Reveals the ſad misfortune to his friends, 
And his juſt cauſe to them and Heav'n commends. 
Plump Ev'rard only durſt propoſe to eat; 
Ev'rard's keen ſtomach did his zeal abate: 
The Canons fill'd with other thoughts, his vote 
Vaniſh'd unſeconded, and ſoon forgot. 
When Allen roſe ; collected and prepar'd, 
He regularly hem'd, then ſtroak'd his beard, 
And claim'd, as Prolocutor, to be heard. 
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The learned Seer attention might demand; 
The only ſcholar in this reverend band 
The learned Seer had copious Baxter read, 
And with old Bunyan cramm'd his muddy head. 
Thus oft ſublime, contiguous to the skies, 
Sacred to duſt, an empty garret lies; 
Till hir'd by ſome vile Quack, the furniture 
Does all the happy lightſome ſpace obſcure ; 
And what th* unlucky owner meant to grace, 
Converted to an undigeſted maſs. 
Yes, Great a- Kempis he cou'd conſtrue too, 
And all his knotty paſſages undo. f 
Whence cou'd this ſtroke, ſaid he, but from the womb, 
Some younger ſprig of old Socinus, come? 
It muſt be ſo; we're in the Prelate's ſnare 
Theſe eyes ſaw Deiſt . viſit there: 
Satan endeavours, by that ſubtle fiend, 
The Prelate to his purpoſes to bend. 
Sirs, he moſt certainly has ſomewhere heard 
That this litigious desk St. Louis rear'd : 
Thus, grown polemical, he'll proudly think 
To drown us all with deluges of ink : 
Vaſt ſubſidies of paper-force he'll raiſe, 
And make his Partizans find means and ways. 
Now tis our duty timely to prepare, 
And ſtand a reſolute defenſive war; 
Conſult antiquity, the Scholiaſts ſcan, 
Let every text be bolted to the hran. 
Conſider, does Aquinas nothing ſay 
Of desks? none of the Fathers lean that way? 
T find this argument will ask much oil, 
Cloſe reading, indefatigable toil. 
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Then till Aurora kindles up the day, 
And lights her lamp, extinguiſh'd in the ſea 
Letevery man by lots his portion take, 
And what our learned Doctors dictate, ſpeak. 
Struck with this unexpected ſpeech, they ſtare, 
And each pale face betray'd uncommon care: 
Squab Everard with moſt concern appear'd, 
He ſhov'd, and preſs d, and {wore he wou'd be heard. 
If at my years, ſaid he, I turn one page, 
Or hurt with books theſe eyes too weak with age; 
May I, like thee, on muſty paper feed, 
Turn book-worm, and be bury'd ere I'm dead. 
Let us, who know the uſe of living, live, 
Thy maigre body does thy ſoul ſurvive. 
Go, macerate what flef remains with books, 
We are not fond of ſuch mean haggard looks: 
What others do, ſhall ne er diſturb my head; 
J neither Alcoran, nor Bible read. 
T know right well the price of College - hay, 
Or what our farmers every quarter pay; 
On which good vineyard there's a mortgage made, 
And what and how the in'treſt muſt be paid; 
Twenty large hogſheads, fill'd by my command, 
Rang'd orthodoxly in my cellar ſtand ; 
Theſe are my authors, there my ſtudy's plac'd; 
By them inform'd, ſubſtantial bliſs I taſte: 
And ſince all knowledge in opinion lies, 
Can, when I pleaſe, from thence be warm and wiſe. 
As for this desk, d'ye think your books will charm 
The monſter down ? believe me, this right arm 
More expeditiouſly your work ſhall do; 
The Gorgon without Latin overthrow, 
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Whatever does offend me I'll remove, 
Tho? all the Fathers ſhou'd the desk approve, 
Let us to breakfaſt, and our ſorrows drown ; 

So fortify'd, we'll knock the monſter down, 

This ſpeech, ſupported by his jolly plight, 
(Plump as if fed at both ends, day and night) 
Revives their courage and their appetite. 

The Chanter, now recover d from his fear, 
Rallies his ſenſes, and declares for war. 
Too long (he cry d) has that foul Cer'brus' head 
Obſcur'd us with his * treble-creſted ſhade : 
Let's inſtantly our ſully d fame reſtore, | 
And ſhow at once our courage and our pow'r, 
Yes, let us for this work ſome minates faſt ; 
This done, Meſſeurs, we'll make a long repalt; 
A breakfaſt which the morn to noon ſhall join, 
And then but to a nobler feaſt reſign. 

Up roſe the chief. The faithful cohort, charm'd 
With theſe attracting words, his zeal confirm'd ; 
Then to the choir with fearleſs ſteps they go, 
And. there behold the bold uſurping foe. 

At this, to arms] tumultuouſly they cry, 

And pour upon the common enemy: 

The Axis now defendsit ſelf in vain; 

What force cou'd ſuch conſed rate powers ſuſtain ? 
Each honours with a blow his gallant hand; 

The desk as bravely ſtrove their rage to ſand: 
Firmly a while the Hydra kept his ground, 

Till ſome dire hero gave a fatal wound; 

Deep was the cut, he ſtagger'd with the blow, 
And bow'd beneath his 066 HEY foe. 
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At length for want of his great maſter's aid, 
The tott'ring lump with odds is overlaid. 

So, batter'd by the north, a Ruſſian oak 
Succumbs, unequal to the vi lent ſhock : 
Or ſo, abandon'd by its girding wood, 
Sinks an old roof, which had for ages ſtood. 

The captive boards in triumph are convey'd, 
And in the Victor Chanter's kitchin laid. 


c ANT O v. 


OW had the Morn unbarr'd the gates of light, 
And ſaw the Canons up; furprizing fight ! 
Aurora bluſh'd to fee her ſelf aut · ſhone 
By florid looks more ruddy than her own. 
Brontin to Sydrac ſpeedily repairs, 
And the misfortuneof the desk declares; 
Old Sydrac wept for joy at his ſucceſsful cares: 
In ſilent raptures building, as he ſtood, 
A thouſand law-fuits on the ruin'd wood. 
The youthful Sire grows vigorous and bold; 
Age has no ice, and winter has no cold: 
A ſprighily warmth quicken d his tardy blood, 
His veigs recruiting with a brisker flood. 
Straight to the Prelate he betakes his flight, 
And with loud clamour opens to the light 5 
The melancholy ſeene, and crimes of night. 
The Prelate, grieving to be rouz'd fo ſoon, 
Impetuous leap'd from his inchanting down. 
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Gladly would Gilotin his ſtay detain, 
With a two-handed goblet of Champaign : 
The graceful bumper, wont to break his faſt, 
With ſlighted ſmiles now lures his maſter's taſte, 
Unmoilſten'd and unbleſs'd, he ſtraight prepares 
With extricating comb t' adjuſt his frizled hairs: 
Twice did the ivory break, and twice the box, 
In haſty grapple with confed”rate locks. 
So when Alcides ſpun, unbred to feel 
A weight ſo light, he broke the ſpinning-wheel. 
Half-dreſs'd he goes. When, lo! before his gate 
An ardent troop of Church- Militia wait : 
Reſolv'd; at their affronted Lord's deſire, 
Unanimouſly to deſert the choir. 
But the grave Sire, appealing to the laws, 
Condemns a project uſeleſs to his cauſe. 
For future fate, ſaid he, we ought to look 
In the myſterious Sibyl's ſacred book : 
Not far her cave; come on, and let's ſubmit 
To what expedient ſhe pronounces fit. 
All with one voice the ſage advice approve, 
And tow'rds the bar the holy warriors move. 
Her den groan'd horrible, while echo round. 
Doubles th* affright, as ſhe repeats the ſound, 
Amidſt thoſe Gothick pillars, which ſupport 
The formidable hall, and awful court 
of Common-Pleas ; a famous fabrick's rear'd, | 
Ador'd by lawyers, and by clients fear'd. 
Here fools and knaves each term in ſhoals repair, 
Thinn'd with the diet of litigious air. 
Beneath a hill of briefs, green bags, and ſcrolls, 
Here ev'ry morn a Hectic Sibyl howls. 
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Vain are the tears of orphans, vain their cries 

To that foul monſter, void of ears and eyes, 

Call'd Chicanry, in learned modern tile, 

Bulky with ruin, and o'er-grown with ſpoil. 
While the wrong'd widow want of juſtice mourns, 
And the vex'd air each empty groan returns; 

Pale Want and Famine, like ſome injur'd ghoſt, 
Stalk o'er the ground, and weep their treaſures loſt. 
Infamous Poverty, devouring Care, 

And everlaſting Toil, and lean Deſpair, 

And black Chagrin, compleat the mournful part; 
The wretched offspring of her curſed art 

Caſe· books and Codes the buſy Hag conſume, 
And dies herſelf, to dig another's tomb: 

At every meal the hungry fury eats 

Fair palaces, ſtrong caſtles, country. ſeats. 

The bubbled ſuitors at their fate repine; 

Gull'd with ſuperfluous reams for ſolid coin. 

A hundred times has Juſtice turn'd her ſcales; 

So oft her guilty influence prevails. 

Inceſſantly from trick to trick ſhe runs; 

And ſometimes, like an owl, the day-light ſhuns, 
Now, like a Lyon laſhing his dull ſides, 

She ſtalks with fiery eyes, and frightful ſtrides; 5 
Now like a ſerpent through the herbage glides. 

Long has the juſteſt Monarch ſtrove in vain, 
With Gordian knots this Proteus to reſtrain. 
Her claws, by So——-rs clip'd, increaſe in ſtrength, 
With ink diſcolour'd, and o'ergrown in length. 
Ramparts and dikes of law, too feeble foes, 


Reſiſt th* invaſion, but in vain oppoſe. 
* 
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With creeping guile ſhe ſaps the eaſy ground, 

Or with high-torrent breaks th' obſtructing mound, 
Sydrac ſalutes the fiend, and bending low, 

With diſtant awe reveres her wrinkled brow ; 
Then tempting gold diſplays: ſhe with delight 
Views the bright ſcene, and dwells upon the fight, 
When thus the Sire Contention's mighty Queen ! 
Unqueſtion'd you o'er Kings and peaſants reign. 
Thro' thee, force uſeleſs is, and laws are weak: 
Statutes, like cobwebs, you at pleaſure break. 

For thee the * Norfolk Hind ſweats at his plough ; 
For thee his flocks are fleec'd, his meadows grow ; 
For thee he yearly reaps his golden fields; 

To thee his rich Autumnal labour yields, 

If from my infant years I've thee ador'd, 

And ſeas of ink on thy dread altars pour'd, 

Diſdain not, Mighty Goddeſs! now to own, 

In his declining years, thy faithful ſon. 

Induſtrious Fautreſs of vexation, hear, 

And anſwer an imploring Prelate's pray'r; 

For on the ruins of his bright renown 

An envious rival has advanc'd his own: , 

The desk deſtroying, with a forceful band; 

The desk, late re erected by our hand. 

Exhauſt thy fatal knowledge in this cauſe, 2 


Revolve the books, create eternal flaws, 

And with Daedalian wiles confound the laws. 
Be to thy darling ſons thoſe arts diſplay'd, 
Which puzzle + Themis in the rules ſhe made ! 
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In the original it is men of Normandy, who like our Norfolk 
men, are remarkably litigiaus. 


+ The Goddeſs of juſtice, 
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The Sibyl, wild with joy, thrice ſhriek'd aloud, 
While her ſwoln viſage glow'd with pois'nous blood; 
Convullive agitations rack'd her breaſt; 

Full of the Daemon which her ſoul oppreſs'd: 
Till in theſe words the loud Tornado broke; 
And eas'd her lab'ring boſom, as ſhe ſpoke. 

My friends, diſmiſs your fears; you ſhall replace 
On the proud Chanter's pew that war-creating mals : 
Arms you mult take; ſo fate ordains; to arms! 
Prepare, my ſons, for glorious loud alarms: 

May long, long ſuits enſue; and oh ! beware 

Never on any terms your cauſe refer : 

Let all accommodation be abhorr'd ; 

Curſt be the ſlave who liſtens to accord, : 
Curſt be the wretch that mentions but the word ! 

She ſtopt, and foaming breath'd upon the throng 

The ſame dire ſpirit late her breaſt had ſtung, 
From the wild hag, the Daemon diſengag'd, 
Entred the herd, and like a tempeſt rag'd. 
Headlong he drives em to the deep abyſs 

Of law, unmindful of the precipice. 
Demurrers, writs, injunctions, outlawry, 
Exceptions, endleſs bills in Chancery, 

In each undaunted champion's front appear, 

And obſtinately threat judicious war. | 

All, fluſh'd with fancy'd victory, return; 

They quit the leſs'ning cave, and with new fury burn. 

Mean time, the Canons far from noiſe and care, 
Indulge their ſenſes with delicious fare. 

The ſervants under thirty chargers ſweat, 
And the full board groans with the fay'ry weight, 
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Each glutton hunts, and garbles out nice bits, 
And, as his fancy dictates dainties, eats : 

The Paſties irritating ſalt excites, 

And kindles up their thirſty appetites. 

When ( oh ! uncertain ſtate of human things!) 
Light · ſooted Fame unhappy tidings brings, 
Reports with trembling lips and viſage pale 
'The oracle, and all its dire detail. 

The Chanter, warm'd with muſcadine and rage, 

Aroſe, reſolv'd the Prelate to engage. 

He to the Sibyl will conſult, and try 

What is reſerv'd for him in deſtiny. 

. . Plump Ev'rard the deſerted banquet mourns, - 

And (till, with ſtrong deſire of feaſting, burns. 
But the regretting Epicure they tear, 

Born off by numbers to the dreadful bar. 

Thro' various paths, oblique and dark, they draw 
Near to the clam'rous market of the law. 
Atlength they reach the celebrated hall, 

Where mercenary tongues unweary'd bawl : 

In om'nous black, like Prieſt, each Proctor plies, 
And ſerves his client up for ſacrifice. 

Here the ſhop'd Syrens make a buſy ſhow, 

But get their bread by what they vend below : 
Here crafty Bibliopole all authors ſells; 

Wit, learning, arts and ſciences retails : 
Mingling, without diſtinction, good and bad; 
Here Dryden, next him Ogilby is laid: 

While Boyle and B-—ly blended, well accord; 
And Rowe and Settle grace one common board, 

The Chanter now with formidable noiſe, 
Exalts his ſhrill Eccleſiaſtick voice: 
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Vrging his forward way——when, oh dire chance! 


The Prelate and his Myrmidons advance. 


Each rugged hero, with encountring eyes, 


His rival's louring front alternately ſurveys: 
Sullen and dumb diſdainfully they ſtop, 


An equal madneſs choaks and ſwells em up. 


* So two fierce bulls, who rival paſhons ſhare 
For ſome lov'd heifer, meditate a war : 
With jealous rage fir'd at each others fight, 


They quit the paſture, and prepare for fight ; 


Bowing their necks, each his curl'd forehead ſhakes, | 
While from their blood-ſhot eyes their inward fary | 
breaks. | | 

Ev'rard, by Boirude elbow'd, found his ſpleen 

Began to ſwell, and ſtimulate within; 

To Biblio's ſhop he bent his haſly courſe, 

A Cyrus ſeiz'd, and with gigantick force 

Th' unwieldy volume at the Sexton threw; 

He politickly judg'd it: and withdrew ; 

But hiſſing as it went, it Sydrac {truck 

Full on the cheſt; who ſunk beneath the ſhock : 


The Sire, by + Artamene forc'd to yield, 


Fell breathleſs, the firſt victim of the field. 
Hisfriends with pain beheld his overthrow, 
And ſympathizing felt themſelves the blow. 
Now againſt Ev'rard twenty champions dart, 
And all reſolve to batter down a part: 


The Canons their aſſaulted Brother ſpy, 


And forward, to ſuſtain the onſet, fly: 
* Virg. Georg. Lib. 8. v. 21. 
+ Artamene, the name of Cyrus in Scudery"s Romance. 
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Diſcord, triumphant in the turbid air, 
Gave a loud ſhriek, the ſignal of the war. 

Now nothing's heard but clank and warlike din; 
All mingling, enter Biblio's magazine: 
Poor Ev'rard finks beneath a booky ſhow'r ; 
Twelves, Quarto's, Folio's, and Octavo's pour. 

So when deſtructive Boreas marches forth 
With his impetuous forces of the North, 

In ſtorms of icy rain he ploughs the air, 
Lays waſte the fields, and makes the orchards bare: 
Throws down the blooming honour of the boughs, 


The promiſe of the teeming year, and labring gard- 


ner's vows, 

All arm themſelves with ammunition-books, . 
Contract their brows, and threaten with their looks : 
One with vindictive hand light Durfey ſhakes ; 
Another, Wycherly more weighty, takes ; 

A third tore Weſley from the duſty wood, 
Where long untouch'd the mouldy Epick ſtood: 
A fourth up-heaves a leaden Baſnage high, 

Stuff d with Rabbinical philoſophy. 

Lo! a tremendous Typhon guards the front, 
With enterprizing Lintot's name upon't. 

Oh! had'ſt thou, mighty nurſe of dulneſs, liv'd. 

I' th' bright Auguſtan age, we had receiv'd 

The Bavian works entire; Maevius by thee 

Had been immortal as * The Hollow Tre. 

The abſent Biblio's prentice ſtrives in vain, 
Their more than Gothick madneſs to reſtrain. 
Volumes aloft, a leathern tempeſt, fly; 

And clouds of riſing duſt involve the sky. 
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wt DI TT AP AT > MDd 


B . PY TY Ts I I Poo mn 


C ANT O V. 89 


They bruiſe for bruiſe exchange, and wound for wound, 

And heaps of books and bodies raiſe the level ground. 
Here tuneful Waller on the pavement lay, 

And near him Quarles once more beheld the day: 

Here Ariſtotle flew, Deſcartes there; 

The Heroes met, and * joſtled in mid air. 

Numberleſs books appear'd this mighty hour, 

Which ſcarce were ſeen, or ever known before. 

Here Partheniſſa and Caſſandra flew ; 

Romantick weight did real ſtrength ſubdue. 

John Dunton too was ſeen, a wondrous fight ! ? 


| To duſt retir'd, re-viliting the light: 

And tow'ring, the + dead author took his flight. 
Next him, from its belov'd receſs is torn 

An Engliſh Cheyreau, dead as ſoon as born. 
The Rights o' th' Church alone unſhaken ſtood, 
And grinning, ſmil'd at fight of Prieſtly blood, 
A Keeble's ſtatutes, with unfriendly weight 

Of crabbed law, bruis'd Girot's empty pate. 
When rough Alcippus felt a ſudden ſhock; 

Th' Arabian Tales his wounded ſhoulder {truck : 
Indolent ſheets ! *till now unus'd to bear 2 


The rough fatigues and barbarous rage of war, 
Supinely in ſoft dreams you lull'd the fair ! 

Some luckleſs hand a freſh Eliza throws 

At Clotho's head, and ſmote him *twixt the brows ; 
When, ſtrange effect! the brawny Prieſt began 

To To yawn and ſtretch; lethargick ſtiffneſs ran 


riſtotle's. 
Dunton writ letters from himſelf, as dead. 


® Deſcartes's Philoſophy is is founded on contrary principles to A- 
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Thro' all the magazines of vital heat; 
The veins no more life's quick'ning task repeat; 
The ſoporiferous rhymes benumb'd his breaſt, 
And with ſtrong Opiats forc'd him down to reſt, 
Clelia wag'd Amazonian war around, 
And bore down many a hero to the ground. 
Tas by her aid alone Gorillion's name 
Reap'd glorious laurels, and a deathleſs fame, 
Ten times by her he ſignaliz'd his arm, 
And murd*rous bruiſes dealt and mighty harm. 
But to ſtout Fabri's virtue all muſt yield; 
Fabri the foremoſt champion in the field! 
Hatch'd of a ſturdy conſecrated brood, 


| Nurtur'd i' th' church, and cradled up in feud; 
- Robuſt of body, and of mind as hard, 


No danger his intrepid ſoul debarr'd, 

And equally for all eveats prepar'd: 

To fight or eat he never wou'd decline; 
Nor knew the uſe of water with his wine. 
His ſingle arm whole ſquadrons overthrew; 
He Guibert, Graſſet, and Grangullet flew, 
Beau Garvaſe, and inſipid Guerin too. 

And now the Prelate's vanquiſh'd forces fly, 
Renounce their ſtrength, and on their ſpeed rely. 
Fabri as faſt purſues the ſcatt'ring train, 

Wounds em behind, and drives em o'er the plain. 

So have I ſeen a tim'rous flock of ſheep 
Affrighted run, and in their hurdles creep; 

When ſome fierce wolf, the Louis of the wood, 
Attempts the fold, to feaſt himſelf with blood. 


® Clclia is in ten volumes in French. 
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Or when Pelides ſhook his thund'ring ſpear 
On Xanthus* plains, the terror of the war; 
The Ilian troops ſtruck with imperious dread, 
Behind their rampires in confuſion fled. 

When thus, to ſinking Boirude, Brontin ſpoke; 
I ſee, illuſtrious Sexton, in thy look 
Some ſeeds of antient proweſs: oh my friend! 
Let's to the laſt our righteous cauſe defend. 
What ſhall one Canon over us prevail, 
And with his ſingle weight thus turn the ſcale? 
Shall it be ſaid, one warrior bore away 
The glory of the cope and this deciſive day? 
No; never let that envious babbler, Fame, 
Tarniſh the luſtre of thy dauntleſs name. 
Come, and * behind my ſcreening body ſtand, 
This baſtion ſhall ſecure thee from his hand. 
Here, at his head fair Man y's works let fly; 
And may they prove as killing as her eye! 
Boirude recall'd his ſpirits to his aid, 
And when collected force th' advice obey d: 
By Brontin cover'd, takes delib' rate aim, 
And at the warriour darts the miſſive dame. 

The tender Auth'reſs ſoftens on his crown, 
And guiltleſs of a wound, fell feebly down. 

Ye miſcreant pair, ſaid Fabri, thus you ſee 
My front rebates your ſoft artillery; 
Think ye, that I, who like a caſtle ſtand, 
Can fall, the conquelt of a female hand ? 
Judge, if my arm, with mean exploits content, 
Does on its errand ſend an innocent. 


———— 


v Iliad, J. 8. D. 267. 
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Lo! here! a Folio, ting'd with floods of gore, 
Shall crown the carnage of this bloody hour ! 
With this, he Fox's Book of Martyrs choſe ; 
Four-ill join'd boards the coverture compoſe ; 
Burrow'd by worms, and edg'd with iron round; 
And with an old black ſheep-skin half-way bound: 
No filken ties it had, but at each haſp, 
Hung by three nails a remnant of a claſp. 
Firm as it ſtood upon the bending ſhelf, 
No human force could ſtir it but himſelf. 
This Fabri ſeiz'd, and brandiſhing on high 
A-tiptoe ſtands, and guides it by his eye; ; 
Then at the trembling ſlaves, half-dead with fear, 
Flings with both hands the thunderbolt of war. 
And home it went: with one diſaſtrous wound 
Both heroes fell, and meaſuring bit the ground. 
Torn with the nails, and pounded by the wood, 
The pavement ſwam with guſhing ſtreams of blood! 
They churn'd the duſt, and gnaſh'd their teeth, and 
Anddownthe ſtair-caſe o'er each other roll'd. [howl'd, 
The Prelate ſaw their fall with ghaſtful eyes, 
And ſent to Heav'n a ſcream that pierc'd the skies. 
Struck back with horror, and appall'd with fear, 
He curſes in his heart the God of War. 
With filent indignation he retreats, 
Yet ſtill the Chanter in his mind defeats. 
Then rallying his loſt ſpirits, makes a ſtand, 
And from his Caſſock draws his vengeful hand. 
Yes, ſaid the mighty chief, tho* armies fail, 
Theſe bleſſing-giving fingers ſhall prevail. 

- Forward he moves, and upward turns his eyes, 
Then ſtretch'd his fingers forth in holy wiſe. 
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Kneeling in heaps, the paſſengers receive 

The benedictions he prepares to give, 

With politick deſign to turn the root 

Upon his foes, who durſt not ſtand him out. 

The zealous vulgar force down all they meet, 

Nor will they ſuffer one to keep his feet. 


At this unthought-of ſtratagem of war, 
And dread the ſtorm approaching from afar. 
Vainly the trembling Chanter ſeeks for aid 
From his own courage, or his firm brigade : 
By both forſaken, he too now muſt fly, 
Or fall before his haughty enemy. 
The conſternated troops themſelves disband, 
Yet none eſcapes the ſwift-purſuing hand. 
Driv'n on each others backs, and ſpur d by fear; 
Still hangs the conquering finger on their rear. 
Ev'rard, in hopes to hide his threaten'd head 
From holy inſult, to a corner fled. 
The watchful Prelate ſaw his cloſe retreat, 
And ſtraight march'd up, his conquelt to compleat. 
Then turning to the right, he wheel'd around, 
And bleſs'd the frighten'd champion to the . 
Thrice he erects his rebel head in vain, £ 
The lengthen'd finger forc'd him down again, 
Oblig'd to kneel, becauſe the mob's ſo near; 
And what he owes to rev'rence, pays to fear. 

The Prelate to the temple makes his way, 
To taſte the fruits of this victorious day. 

The Chanter and the Canons too return, 


And inly their defeated pro ject m mourn : 


Th' out-witted adverſe hoſt, confounded ſtare | 
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Vanquiſh'd by pious fraud, in crouds they preſs'd 
Thro' the throng d doors, at once both maul d and bleſt. 


CANTO VI. 


HILE all things thus, to outward view, concur 
To fan the fire, and carry on the war ; 
True Piety who long had lain conceal'd, 
And to the * Alps her exil'd head reveal dd? 
Deep in her deſart hears the mournful cries, 
Which from Lutetia's diſtant walls ariſe, 
Up roſe th' angelick form, for well ſhe knew 
Th' imploring accents of her faithful few. 
The heavenly maid quits her divine retreat; 
Faith leads the way, with ſafe unerring feet ; 
Gay Hope ſupports and hands her in the courſe, 
While Charity attends her with the purſe. 
Tow'rds the Pariſian gates her flightſhe bent, 
Where with a holy confidence, the faint Fits 
At Themis' feet prefers her juſt complaint, 
Oh virgin ! thou who doſt my ſhrines ſupport ! 
Scourge of. the bad, and the good man's reſort! 
No human paſſion can o'er thee prevail; 
Nor aught, but right, turn thy impartial ſcale! 


PI 


. 
1 


La grande Chartreuſe among the Alps, 


ur 


That her rapacious hand ſhall ſeize my due, 


| Fearleſs of pain, and toil, and earthly loſs, 
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Shall I ne'er come to thy ſalubrious arms, 
But thus, in tears and ſighs, to give alarms? 
Is't not enough that in deſpite of thee 
My name's aſſum'd by vile hypocriſy, 


My Croziers, Mitres, and Tiara too? 

Muſt I behold my heritage laid waſte, 

My vineyards made aprey to each wild beaſt. 
In ſtormy times, and when my reign was young, 

My god - like ſons, with holy ardor ſtung ! 

Wou'd face a tempeſt, and, prepar'd to die, 

The thunder of a tyrant's rage defy: 

Soon as baptiz'd in martyrdom expire, 

And from the front run joyful to the fire, 

With my inſpiring name their ſouls were fill'd, 

And only breath'd the doctrines inſtill'd. 

To high preferments call'd in church or ſtate, | 

True to my rules, they ſcorn'd the glittering bait, ? 

Nor mounted the world's ſtage but with regret. 

Thoſe hearts that did no racks nor tortures ſhun, 

Wou'd from a Mitre's proffer'd honour run. 


Thro' thorns, and over rocks they bore the croſs. 
In vain did gaping hell's artillery play; 

Preſſing to Heav'n they forc'd their glorious way. 
But when the church her altars had immur'd, 
With the cementing blood of ſaints ſecur d; * 
When chriſten'd Kings had ſmooth'd her ſtormy face, 
A dangerous calm ſucceeded in the place! | 
A lack indiff'rence ſtagnated the flood, 
Deaden'd their ſpirits, and benum'd their blood: 
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The ardor of their burning zeal decreas'd; 
And lagging faith their load of ſins conſeſs d. 
The mortifying monk, grown debonnair, 
Shook off the aſhes, and his coat of hair. 
The Prelate, by intrigues preſer d to place, 
High living held to be ſufficient grace; 
A croſs and mitre, painted on his coach, 
Virtue enough to ſilence all reproach. 
Humility to ſtalking Pride gave way; 
And in the & frock's foul greaſe ambition lay. 
Then Diſcord ſoon the ties of love unbound, 
And to my ſacred cloyſters entrance found: 
There with my wealth ſhe built her ſtrongeſt forts, | 
Dragg'd all my ſubjects to litigious courts. 
In vain my bending knees her ſteps prevent; 
Under my banners march'd this inſolent. 
Falſe teachers next, in numerous crouds ariſe, 
To fill the meaſure of my miſeties. 
Then dangerous hereſies began their reign, / 
And execrable maxims craz'd the brain. | 

© That tis enough to dread the Pow'r above, 
© And ſervile fear's prefer'd to filial love, 

© That God neceſſitates the doing ill, 
© By pre-determining his creatures will, 

© That Reaſon is the only ſovereign Queen ; 

And faith no evidence of things not ſeen.” 


Church-champions me with formal lips addreſs, A 
And at my feet for abſolution preſs : 
Pure to the outward eye, but foul within, 

G 


Place all their virtue in confeſſing (in. 


N rt, a Mont's habit, 


[ 


C ANT O VI 71 

Chas'd by theſe trait tous black attempts, I fled, 

Propitious Heav'n my exil'd progreſs led, 

To ſeek a calm retreat, a Halcyon cell, 

Where deadly colds and freezing vapours dwell : 

Thoſe hills with everlaſting ice conſin d, 

Where Winter never yet to Spring reſign'd. 

Ev'n there the news of my misfortunes flew, 

My fears return'd, and old wounds bled anew. 

This day too faithfully a voice I heard, 

Fraught with diſaſtrous news I little fear'd. 

That temple, where a King of * holy name, 

Devoted all his toils, and fruits of fame; 

Whoſe pompous form, and wealth inamenſe reveal 

The flowing grandeur of the Founder's zeal : 

Lo! now with lux'ry fill'd, and f6ul debate! 

Boundleſs their pride, implacable their hate: 

Honour and duty, empty ſounds, are fled; 

While tyranny erects her Hydra-head. 

And wilt thou, Siſter, with indiff'rent eyes 

Behold their malice, and my cauſe deſpiſe ? 

And ſhall this temple, to my glory rais'd, 

Where thronging vot'ries once ador'd and prais d; 

Shall it be fill'd with ſacrilegious war ? 

For combatants the ſhameful theatre? 

Oh no] at length let thy ſwoln vengeance burſt! 

Impunity too long their crimes has nurs d. 

Ariſe then, Themis, ſhake thy flaming rod; 

Abſolve the Heav'ns, and vindicate a God! 
Thus to her Siſter ſpoke the plaintive dame; 

Grace kindling in her eyes aethereal flame. 
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Themis aſſures an undeferr'd redreſs; 

With cordial ſpeech thus chearing her diſtreſs. 
Dear holy Siſter, thou whoſe ears and eyes 

Were never ſhut to others miſeries; 

But ſtill with thy officious helpful hands, 

Haſt wip'd away their tears, and loos'd their bands. 

Why doſt thou ſorrow thus without relief, 

And give thy heav'nly charms a prey to grief? 

Swell not thoſe beauteous eyes with cauſleſs tears, 

Nor entertain anticipating fears. x 

What if thy lukewarm ſubjects ardor cools, 

Warp'd by a profſp'rous ſunſhine from thy rules? 

On an eternal rock thy church is built, | 

And fortify'd with blood of martyrs ſpilt. 

Tho? hell its firm foundations ſhould aſſail, 

Yet never-ſhall the gates of hell prevail. 

Midſt all the ſhow'rs of perſecuting darts, 

Thy name ſtill cheriſh'd lives in faithful hearts, 

Yes ; in this very place, now up in arme 

To cruſh thee, and diſhonour all thy charms, 

Thou ſhalt return; their fierce debates ſhall ceaſe, 

The ſtorm be huſh'd, and all compos'd to peace. 

Lo! yon vaſt dome, by mortals much rever d, 

Where ſuppliant clients at all hours are heard; 

There ſits a matchleſs man, and bears in (tate 

My honourable purple's pompous weight: 

For me, his valuable health impairs ; 

Nor does the lab'ring Sun ſee half his cares + 

Ariſtus he 

By Heav'n and Heav'n's Vicegerent juſtly choſe, 

To rule my ballance, and diſpenſe my laws. 
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Now on my throne, by him confirm'd, 1 fee 
The bench redeem'd, and reſcu'd bar ſet free 
From hoſtile arts of howling chicanry. 
Fair Truth, invited by his friendly aid, 
Returns aſſur'd, and lifts her chearful head; 
At foul impoſture's name ſhe ſhakes no more, 
But triumphs o'er the fiend ſhe fear'd before: 
Inhuman guardians now no longer dare 
Prey on the orphan, and devour their care. 

But wherefore do vainly thus aſpire 
To paint the man thou know'ſt, and all admire: ? 
Ariſtus is thy work, his image thine, 
'Twas thou that form'd him, like thy ſelf, divine; 
And brooding o'er the infant's tender ſhell, 
Gave him in ſpotleſs merit to excel: 
Thy leſſons with the early milk imbib'd, 
Are nobly in his nervous ſenſe deſerib'd. 
His ſoul thus fir'd with thy celeſtial flame, 
Ne'er made one baſe degen'rate ſtep to ſhame, 
His hardy zeal, for uſeful action made, 
Ne'er ruſted in the dark monaſtick ſhade. 

Haſte, Siſter, and the god-like man addreſs; 
His opening gates thy preſence will confeſs. 
All know thee there; for all thy laws obſerve, 
And imitate the pious man they ſerve. 
One glance from thee will pierce his inmoſt ſoul, 
Which love, nor fear, nor hatred can controul. 
Thy aſpect's filent rhetorick ſhall gain 
What earth-born eloquence may ask in vain. 

Thus Themis ſpoke. Her Siſter's raviſh'd ears 
Bleſt the ſweet muſick that allay'd her fears ; 
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Then wing'd with joy, ſhe to Ariſtus flies, 
And obvious to his intellectual eyes, 
The Goddeſs thus beſpoke her faithful friend ; 
In vain thy courage and thy zeal contend © 
To juſtify my cauſe, and rights defend ; 
If impious Diſcord * at thy doors preſume 
Thus to inſult me, and my throne aſſume. 
Within thoſe walls, once holy and renown'd, 
(Strangers to ev'ry inharmonious ſound) 
Poiſon'd by Diſcord's ſtimulating rage, 
Two mighty pow'rs in adverſe arms engage: 
With cruel feuds my altars they profane; 
While piety exalts her voice in vain. 
Thou then, to whom th' oppreſs'd for aid appeal, 
Do thay their ſharp religious ulcers heal. 
Save me from ſplitting on theſe dangerous ſhelves; 


Save them, Ariſtus, ſave them from themſelves ! 


She ſpoke ; the hero leaves, and ſinks in air; 
A while he lay in extaſy of pray'r: 
All cover'd o'er with flames divinely bright, 
He own'd the lovely virgin's heav'nly light. 
And now recover'd from the dazling view, , 
Convenes the Prelate and the Chanter too. 
But, oh my muſe! in this ſublimer part, 
Aid my faint ſpirit, and inſpire my art! 
Unequal, to ſing the man, or tell 
How by his mighty art fierce Diſcord fell. . 


— \ — 


* The Chappel was near Mr. Lamoignon's Palace. 
ſident; a place of law and equity too. 


Mr. Lamoignon (the Ariſtus of Boileau) was Premier Pre- 


E = 


nl nd oo 9 ff oO @ he 


re- 


And ſpun out eighteen hundred lines by art. 
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What god- like cares, and what Herculean toils 
He paſs'd, to reconcile the church's broils. 

Thon rather who the mighty cure apply'd, 
And broke their ſtubborn ſacerdotal pride, 

Inform the liſt'ning age what wond'rous skill 
Supply'd the Chanter's heart, and cool'd his zeal. 
Thou know'ſt, by what prevailing counſel wrought, 
With his own hands th' invidious desk he brought; 
And how the Prelate, pleas'd with his devoir, 
Soon ſent it back, and baniſh'd it the choir, 

Speak thou theſe miracles ; Pve done my part, 


Norlet the man's attempt be raſhly damn'd, 
Who from a ſimple desk a ſecond Iliad fram'd. 
Still burns the muſe to ſpeak the hero's praiſe ; 
And with thy name immortalize her lays. 
But when ſhe meaſures the tranſcendent height, 
Her feeble wings decline the dangerous flight, ; 
The trembling ſounds are daſh'd upon her tongue, 
And Admiration interdicts her ſong. 
' Soin the famous hall where Themis Fways, 
And re-inthron'd by thee exerts her rays; 
A youth, who fain wou'd to the bar proceed, 
And from a hearing counſel call'd to plead: 
At length, ſurrounded with black gowns and fears, 
The aukward wreſtler at the bar appears ; 
Entering the liſts, his virgin motion makes, 
But ſoon the oil his fault ring tongue forſakes: 
Thy awful preſence thunder-ſtrikes his ſenſe, 
And diſarrays his puny eloquence. 
The bluſhing orator attempts in vain, 


The thread of his diſtracted ſpeech to gain: 
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On the laſt word tenaciouſly he dwells, 
And lengthens out the baſhful ſyllables; | 
Paining the court with paſſions not their own, 5 
He ſtammers, pauſes, ſtops, and ſpeechleſs grown, $ 
With ſhame oppreſs'd, young Cicero plunges down. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


N juſtice to the memory of Mr. Cobb, late ſchool- 
maſter of Chriſt 's-Hoſpital, Mr, 0zell thinks him- 
ſelf oblig'd to own, that that i ingenious friend of his 
wrote many of the brighteſt lines in the preceding 
piece; part whereof was likewiſe done by Mr. John- 
ſon : the reſt, perhaps the dulleſt part, as well as the 
greateſt, was done by himſelf the ſaid Ozell, 


